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P E E F A C E. 

I GIVE to the public these Poems. Perhaps 
they may exhibit no talent ; but they will show 
that another is added to the list of " lovers of 
the Beautiful ;" and all such must, of necessity, 
make the world a trifle better. I do not send 
them from me with high hopes for their recep- 
tion, when our literary sky is studded by a host 
of stars. I can, by no means, expect to tread 
where a Browning and a Sigourney have made 
the dust sacred ; but, if these lines while away 
one hour of suffering, or make one face wear a 
smile of pleasure, it will be enough. 

Hartford, 1862. 
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OELEAN LAMAK. 

America, whose name so proudly stood. 

In whose broad currents flowed no monarch's 

blood. 
Rich in her progress, firm in her command, 
Whom every nation grasped by cordial hand, 
Where man's inventions were almost divine, 
Where peace and order, with their blessings, 

twine 
Round Heaven's best gift, a rule of equal sway ; 
Oh God, the veil is rent ! the brightest ray 
From Sol's domains, is only darkest night ; 
And worlds are gazing on a nation's blight. 
Hushed is the city's din ; the song of gold 
No longer echoes in the broker's hold : 
Philosophers are mute; the throngs crowd 

slow. 
With pressing lips, and darkly clouded brow ; 
1* 
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10 OBLBAK LAMAB. 

While e'en the newsboys, with less careless 

stare, 
With lowered voice, cry of the bloody war I 
Forms, draped in sable, walk our every street ; 
And hearts, with deeper mourning, sadly beat. 
From every hearthstone comes a stifled wail. 
And many a maiden's cheek in death grows 

pale. 
Hearts, which were purpled from the selfsame 

spring. 
Mingle in death, in hate's deep withering : 
Lips, that were prest to the same mother's 

brow, 
Give contra orders, to a kindred foe ; 
And hands, that in life's mom together played. 
Plunge to a brother's soul, the shining blade. 
With blood, the bright Potomac's waves are 

dyed. 
And crimson flows our Mississippi's tide. 
Not in its beauty lies, alone, the mound. 
Where, with the midnight chant, on stranger 

ground 
They laid De Soto ; for our soldier dead 
Shall mingle with its green, and many a head, 
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OBLEAN LAKAB* 11 

tJomarked save by the angel's silent tears, 
Shall moulder to its dust, through coming 

years. 
Homeless and Mendless, thousands wander 

forth, 
From the bright valleys of the South and 

North, 
Blackened and scarred, where once their homes 

might be ; 
And this is War's stem, crushing misery I 

A young girl stands with thoughtful, noble 

mien, 
Fairer than Leila, Mejnoun's orient queen : 
Soul glows in every glance of that dark eye ; 
On her high brow is graven purity : 
The dark hair waves in careless, graceful flow. 
Bound by the valley's lily, pure as snow. 
Her Hebe form is clad in garb of white ; 
No diamond, gleaming in its amorous light, 
life in the fount, that flows through every vein ; 
Fire in the soul, that knows not evil's bane. 
One hand, upon the harp, rests listlessly ; 
The other clasps a gift ; with saddening eye 
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12 OfiLEAN LAMAB* 

She gazes once, and, to her girlish cheeks, 
There comes the mantling tide; no word she 

speaks, 
But, in her heart, lives down the love of years ; — 
The deepest sorrow knows no sighs, nor tears. 
She listens for a footstep ; from those halls 
No echo comes, and cold, the pictured walls 
Eetum her longing look ; and Sappho's lyre, 
In marble form, seems not with wonted fire 
Her soul to fill ; Etruria's treasures rare, 
Kich with their choicest flowers, perfume the 

air; 
But, in her heart, the shadows gather dim ; 
Tis not herself she mourns, she lives in him. 
Two years had passed, since Orlean Lamar 
Had gazed in rapture, on the guiding star 
That long had made life bright ; from child- 
hood's days 
Together wandered ; but the golden rays 
Of western skies had wooed to their domains ; 
For fate had bound him with the galling 

chains 
Of cursed want, while luxury had graced 
Her form with fairest robe, her home with taste. 
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OBLEAN LAMAR. 13 

He loved her with the strength of one, whose 

soul 
Bows not to passion, or to wealth's control ; 
Too proud to win her, when a world has made 
Its walls of caste, on human heartstones laid I 
Oh I whj, America, with boasted line 
Of level life, does gold so richly shine 
'Bove worth and love ? Unknown, walk side by 

side, 
The wifely beggar, and the rich man's bride 1 
One form shall wear a snowy robe in heaven ; 
The other, hath below her treasures given. 
And, at the jasper gate, too late, shall find. 
That all earth's gold buys not one godlike mind. 
She plead in vain; her wealth was all his 

own ; — 
One look — one rapturous kiss — and he was 

gone. V 
He labored, and the love that in him burned 
"Was fuel to his soul ; his being turned 
To the bright girl, who had so nobly earned 
The life he gave her ; riches crowned his toil. 
And hope beat high to tread his home's fair 

soil. 
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14 OBLBAJS LAHAB. 

He comes — ^he lives — Heaven in his nature 

throbs ; — 
Her brow forgets its shade, and beauty robs 
From Eden's loveliness a deeper hue ; 
She has been proved, fomid faithful; — ^he is 

true. 
Lips press to lips, and hand is clasped by hand ; 
Soul beats to soul — ^'tis Emesti^i Brigand. 
" My cup of joy is full ; no more to roam ; 
But, in the land thou choosest, plant our home. 
We shall be blest in love : my highest bliss 
Shall be to feel thee near ; one word, one kiss 
Shall lighten all my woes. I'll tune my lyre 
To music's sweetest breath ; upon the wire, 
My hand shall strike the notes thou lovest 

best; — 
My sacrifice of life shall be love's test. 
I give my all to thee, with latest breath ; 
When thou shalt cease to love, I ask for death." 

" I love thee, Orlean ; it were vain to teU, 
How, as I traversed every hill and dell, 
Each passing flower, each glimpse of varied sky 
Gave only half the joy, because thine eye 
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OBLEAN LAMAB. 15 

Beheld it not ; how, at each sunset hour, 
I counted all my gold ; and blessed the power 
That brought me nearer to my goal, and thee ; 
The time, when pride and love should make me 

free 
To wed thee as a man ; my highest joy, 
To toil that want nor care might ne'er destroy 
Thy tenderer life ; to feel thy being grow 
Into my own, and both to God's life flow. 
Wealth crowns my board ; — ^until death's stream 

divide, 
I clasp thee to my heart, my promised bride. 
One little flower I culled for thee, that grew 
High 'bove the eagle's flight, of heavenly hue ; 
And though the path was dangerous and wild, 
I thought of thee and of my fate, and smiled 
To think, e'en though by death it might be won, 
'Twould breathe my changeless love, when I 

was gone. 
But hark 1 what means this blood-avenging ciy. 
Of * God and freedom ! On to victory 1 ' 
These soldier-ranks ? Ah, Sumter tells, too well. 
The blood that kindled war, as fierce as hell I 
My country calls ; O Heaven ! but I must go ; 
And, if by foeman's blade my blood shall flow, 
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16 OBLEAN LAMAB. 

Keep still the flower, and know that to the last 
I loved thee well." 

" And is the dream thus past ? 
And must the cup be dashed in grief aside ? 
But no ; much as I hoped to be thy bride, 
By all the love I bear thee, go and stand 
First in the strife ; and be thy noble hand 
Stayed by thy God ; would I could lay my head, 
Instead of thine, amid the youthful dead. 
My life goes out with thee ; where'er thou art, 
My spirit e'er shall hover o'er thy heart ; 
And if, when battles ended, thou shalt come 
To take me to our early cherished home. 
Be mine the lot to soothe, to bless, to share 
Thine every pleasure, and thine every care ; 
But if on distant fields, thou giv'st life's tide. 
In death, as well as life, I'll be thy bride." 
One clasp of joy and agony, entwined, 
One moment on his manly breast reclined, 
One look of trust she gives, one gaze, that tells 
How, on her soul's chords, strike funereal knells : 
She stays the tide ; one thrilling kiss — ^but one — 
Life throbs and gushes on — she stands, alone. 
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Alone ! not in the realms of ancient lore 

Is found a word, which, to the heart's deep 

core, 
Has pierced so oft. 'Mong others, there is 

none 
So wild, so touching sad, so dark, alone ! 
He gathers to his ranks the bravest forms, 
Gentle in peace, but fiercest in the storms 
Of cruel war. From Vernon's sacred shrine, 
Where Warren bled, where hands of patriots 

twine 
The wreath of glory, for a Putnam's mound. 
From Lexington's enchanted battle ground. 
From Trenton's victory field, and Monmouth's 

pride, 
Wliere war's black horrors show no blacker 

tide, 
From where Burgoyne's surrender leaves im- 
prest, 
A stinging envy in each British breast, 
Gather the noble sons of noble sires. 
To guard the flag, and bind the cable wires, 
A Nation's heart had burst ; to tiy, again. 
The problem of Kepublics ; if, in vain, 
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18 OBLEAH LAMAB. 

We've buUt our freemen's altars, where no Czar, 
Sultan, or Emir, Bey, or King, or Shah, 
Holds despot's rule, or monarch's bounded realm ; 
If, all in vain, a people man the helm, 
Great God I the world must totter to its base ! 
Italia's shore shall feel the withering trace ! 
The poor of Ocean's Isle, Hungaria's land, 
The bending serfs, proud Turkey's writhing 

bands, 
Shall curse the hour ; no more shall strive to 

break 
The galling chains, while many a realm shall 

wake 
Exultant strains above us. Let our land 
Be prey for vultures, ere her people stand 
Guided by despots I Let Republics' breath, 
Inspire in life, reanimate in death I 

They form their lines, and many a manly cheek 
Is wet with tears : thoughts rush, but will not 

speak. 
Ten thousand hands are waved ; t^i thousand 

prayers 
Go up from kindred hearts ; their leader bears. 



Digitized by V3OOQ IC 



OBLEAN T.AVATt. 19 

One moment, on his face a look of pain ; 

One eye has met his own, and through his brain 

Years flash anew; nnsheathes his polished 

sword ; 
" March 1" and as lightning, answer to the 

word. 
They pass where Congress halls their pillars 

raise, 
Now, as one tented field ; the sun's bright rays 
Glitter and gleam upon uncounted guns. 
And burnished brands ; and this is Washington f 
This, with her wealth, her pride, the brightest 

star 
That shone within thy sky, Columbia I 
They tread the soil, that's given many a name 
To kindle brightest on the towers of fame ; 
And one, " whom envy dared not hate " — ^but 

one; — 
They traverse, from the rise 'till set of sun. 
O'er Alleghany's beauteous range, or dwell 
Within Shenandoah's valley ; — ^passing well. 
Do strangers love this land that knows no 

dearth — 
The South might be the Eden of the earth ; 
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20 OBLEAN LAMAK. 

Her genial cKme, her sweet magnolia'^ shade, 
Her jessamine's fragrant twining through the 

glade, 
Her "Trees of Heaven," clothed with their 

violet hue, 
So soft, so dreamlike, to the distant view — 
Oh, if there be in heaven a place more fair, 
Well may the angels love to wander there ! 
Her snowy flowers are tinged with brother's 

blood ; 
Her streams are pouring forth a crimson 

flood; 
No white-robed fields rise on the vision now ; 
More barren, seems the deadwood's leafless 

bough. 
Land of my early loving ! oh, my God I 
May we forget the red paths thou hast trod I 

Oft in death's conflict, many a comrade fell ; 
Yet brave they stood, and long they fought, and 

well. 
Some victories won, when hearts beat high with 

hope; 
Some sad surrenders, when they strove to cope 
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With far outnumbering ranks ; yet well they 

bore 
The march, but prayed to see war's carnage 



Like lightning, flashed along the burning wires : 
" The foe is come ! e'en now, their cannon fires 
Gleam over Maryland I " A nation's life 
Sways to and fro, and maddens in the strife. 
Where the deep waters of Antietam flow, 
Two hundred thousand men stand foe to foe ! 
Dawn gives the signal, and the cannon pour 
Their deadly shell ; nearer, the deaf ning roar 
Falls on the ear ; they meet — o'er many dead 
They rush in frenzy — ^life upon death treads ! 
One volley more — they fall — ^the human tide 
Sways backward once ; " Forward ! " the word, 

and wide 
The column sweeps — the silken corn bends low. 
Beneath the blood-stained track of friend and 

foe. 
On through the forest thick, " On ! On I " they 

cheer, 
When, sudden breaks upon the eager ear^ 
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22 OSLEAN LAMAB. 

The hidden battery ; rank by rank, they fall ; 
One regiment, of that brave brigade, is all 
That dow moves back 1 nearer the foe — ^more 

near — 
One word from Hooker ; without thought of 

fear, 
Through Bcorching fire, push on ten thousand 

more. 
And Meade is safe ; but, covered with their gore, 
They stand, and Mansfield rushes to their 

aid: — 
One gallant charge — a deadly shot has stayed 
His forward line ; and calm, the speaking eyes 
Close on the contest ; dies as hero dies ! 
Forward the gallant Hooker leads the right ; 
A ball has pierced him — Sumner in the fight 
Moves on his men — ^fire flashes in his eye — 
They fall — they form — ^they break — and victory 
Crowns not their banners. — ^Far adown the left 
Bumside is leading on ; through firm ranks cleft. 
They force their way — six hundred brave- 
browed men 
Their place have won ; and, through the open- 
ing glen, 
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King glorious shouta — high waves the flag in air- 
But darkness gathers o'er the foe — despair 
Beams over pallid brows ;-— with one wild yell, 
That echoes like the very tones of hell, 
They dash, and j«rord meets «word — with daunt- 
less hand, 
Firm at their head, leads Emestien Brigand. 
He waves his sabre— dowir the foemen corps 
Is mown like grain. One, on that field of gore, 
A high-born youth, with courage on his brow. 
Of Southern blood, of Southern fire, whose glow 
Knows not the coldness of a Northern snow. 
Beheld, with kindling soul. Brigand's brave eye ; 
And vowed to quench its lustre, if to die 
Should be his fate ; — one bound— one plunge — 

the knife 
Missed not its ami — ^the crimson stream of life 
Flowed o'er the sod : — another saw the hand 
That laid their chieftain low — he turned — ^his 

brand 
Plunged to the hilt — one look — their dark eyes 

met — 
*' My brother ! " White in death, Armand Mar- 
quette, 
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The flower of Southern pride, misguided brave, 
Filled, by a kindred hand, a nameless grave ! 
Brigand, the death mists gathering o'er his eye, 
Was borne away : That gallant company 
Of noble forms were stricken b j the shock : 
They staggered back — one break — ^from rock to 

rock 
Echoed the enemy ; and Crimea tells, 
Upon Columbia's soil, how braf ely fell 
That bright six hundred — only thirty-four. 
Weak and disheartened, live to rue the hour I 
One desperate move — " huiTah I the field is 

won ! " 
The last gun thunders at the setting sun. 
And all is still, save death I The moon's ravs 

gleam 
Upon Antietam's crimson curdled stream ; 
And thirty thousand pallid faces lay 
Upturned to heaven ! softly the shadows play 
From proud-reined steed, in death, to human 

clay. 
Sadly, the stifled groanings break the air : 
Some forms are stiff in death, while, here and 

there, 
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A whispered murmur breathes, as in a dream, 
Of camion's roar, pr briUiant sabre's gleam. 
One thinks of home, and yearns for hands to 

press 
The burning brow ; to feel the fond caress 
Of treasured love ; and most, breathed in that 

hour, 
A inother's cherished name. There is no power. 
Which bears a sway so godlike : Thus to be 
Enshrined in hearts is woman's destiny 1 
One grasps a sword, as though his blood were 

fire, 
And one folds calm his hands, as tho' life's lyre 
Had felt its latest thrill. lie, side by side, 
Foeman and friend, and each for country died I 
Can Marathon, Arbela, Waterloo, 
Boast greater valor, or a band more true ? 
Oh, where immortal heroes' names shall stand, 
MoClellan's write, — a soldier and a man 1 

Beside a youthM form, a straoger knelt ; 

Chafed his cold brow, the frozen life pulse felt. 

It slightly throbs, faint as an infant's breath ; 

Not yet, not yet, thank God I he sleeps in death. 
2 
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The dark eyes open, with one longing glance, 
Then close, as if forever, in death's trance. 
Once more the eyelids raise ; once wildly leaps 
The blood o'er ashy lips, and pallid cheeks ; 
" Bend low, my comrade I let me clasp thy 

hand: 
Thou who'st avenged my life ; my shining brand 
I give to thee ; bind honor on its crest ; 
And, list ! my life wanes fast I within my breast, 
A girlish face is graved ; she was the light, 
The joy, the bliss of life. I give, to-night, 
My dying words, my dying love to her — 
Be thou my true and faithful messenger 1 
Take here her parting gift, her own dear face ; 
One look — one inore — oh God I what tears wiQ 

trace 
Upon that cheek their furrows ! On her brow, 
TeU her, in death I gazed ; and, tell her, how 
I longed to call her mine ; 'tis past ! 'tis past ! 
O Heaven ! bend not her soul beneath the blast I 
Say, that I served my country ; that I died 
For truth and right ; tell her, I wait my bride 
Within the fields of heaven ; but, bid her live 
To bless oxur dying soldiers ; not to give 
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•ne tear to wet my grave; plant one sweet 

flower, 
The daisy, on it ; — when, at snnset^s honr. 
She lingers there, FU pray to hover ronnd 
Onr soul's bright trysting place, a soldier's 

monnd. 
To die, oh Orlean 1 while the cup of bliss 
Was brimming o'er 1 to feel that burning kiss 
When last we parted, and to know, no more. 
It comes on earth I to feel the life stream pour 
Its treasured waters I yet, 'tis right ! 'tis best ! 
Give her my latest kiss ; oh, Orlean 1 " — ^Rest, 
Death's rest had come ; the hand unloosed its 

hold; 
Life's love was ended, and death's tale was told ! 

They bore his corse back to his childhood's fane ; 
With soldier tread, his noble followers came. 
Sadly the banner waved ; more sad the guns 
Saluted, last, one of her noblest sons. 
The sod fell softly, and the willows waved 
Above one heart, above one new-made grave. 
And Orlean Lamar stood calmly by ; 
None knew how worse than death, the agony 
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That liveB when love is blighted ; death, to sonli, 
May be the booming of the signal gun 
That tells of victory, on the fields of heaven : 
But, oh ! when life is left, its frail chords riven, 
The soul of love burning to ashes pale. 
No sun, e'en heaven a night, no sigh, no wail. 
Upon the lips, to live like this, oh God I 
Why do we not lie six feet 'neath the sod ! 
As the white frost blackens some beauteous 

thmg,— 
As the shot bird, broken its tiny wing. 
Lowers its flight, still struggling, falls at last, — 
As the proud ship, floatiug its snowy mast, 
Keels to and fro, and sinks beneath the blast — 
So Hope her pinions furled, and Sorrow's cloud 
Rose on her soul, and draped, with sable shroud, 
Youth's ardent life ; and Reason near forgot 
Her Eden throne ; the boundless lines of thought 
Seemed warped and broken ; but the hope of 

heaven. 
The duties of a life to mortals given. 
His love, his prayers, swayed back the darken- 
ing mind. 
And Orlean lived ; a wreath of peace to bind 
Above his sod. 
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She leaves her girlish halls, 
With woman's hand and heart, where suffering 

calls; 
And, where the wounded, bleeding soldiers lie. 
She ministers, in love, to misery. 
Sometimes, she sees an eye that speaks of him. 
And her heart softens, and her own grow dim. 
Again, she hears his name amid their sobs, 
And wildly, for a moment, nature throbs. 
As silently, amid those forms she roves. 
One gaze is fixed upon her ; now, she moves 
Close to his bedside : " "lis the same ! that face 
Has burned into my soul its every trace ! 
'Tis she — ^his love and mine— one little hour 
To breathe to her affection's highest power I " 

" Lady ! stay by me ; I would speak of one 
Who loved thee ; at the setting of the sun. 
He bade me print his last kiss on thy brow, 
And tell thee, how he longed to meet thee ; how 
His fondest wish, his latest prayer were thine ; 
He gave me this, and in my soul's best shrine 
I've placed it, as an angel ; I had yearned. 
When war was ended and the victory earned. 
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To bear it to thee ; but I fought and fell, 
And I have learned to love the gift too weU / 
At many a sunset, when the strife was o'er, 
IVe gazed into those eyes ; to me, they wore 
A sadden'd light, arid yet a heaven of love : — 
I loved thee, feeling thou wert his, above. 
He there should claim thee ; in my inmost heart, 
I've worshipped^ but I seek in turn, no part 
Of thy pure love for him : one boon I crave, 
That, when my comrades lay me in my grave, 
My hand may clasp the gift it treasures now ;— 
I loved him too — where holy beings bow, 
I trust to meet thee both — ^made pure in life 
By love's bright burning — thou his angel-wife. 
Thou art my guide ; bless God ! I've lived to see 
Thy face in life, e'en though death's mystery 
Shall shortly draw the veil. My life 1 my bliss 1 
God bless thee I " On her brow he prints one 

kiss. 
His kiss and Emestien's, and life is fled. 
Another mound is raised ; beside the dead 
So fondly cherished, sleeps the Southern brave. 
Oh, sundered brotherhood I one dies to save 
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His conntry's banner, and the other fights 
To free his soil, and gain his trampled rights. 
And this is civil war ! Hell flashes wide ! 
And mercy begs of Heaven to stay the tide I 

Above three graves the daisies gently grow ; 
Above three loving hearts Time's ages flow. 
'Tis whispered, that celestial music breathes, 
With beauteous thrill, amid the bending leaves. 
That oft, a fairy form, at moonlight hour. 
Treads o'er the spot, and that one lovely flower. 
Unknown in Northern clime, springs o'er the 

grave; 
Of ether blue, like some across the wave. 
Earth has its love, and life its mystery, 
And heaven, its bright revealment, when wo 

diel 
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COLD HEAETS. 

Cold I Cold I 
Sear it on heart and brow : 
On the ship of life, with a visage bold, 
We tread from stem to prow. 

Coldl Cold! 
Never a spark of love 
Breaks into the heart through its iron monld. 
To light its path above. 

Cold! Coldl 
Into the soul's pure sea 
Hows not, with its blessings to forms untold, 
One spring of sympathy ! 
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Cold! Cold! 
Bitterness to the core ; 
And our pride is the Marah stream of old ; 
Its waters sweet no more. 

Cold! Cold! 
One has a gifted hand, 
Another has treasures of burning gold, 
And we, no house nor land. 

Cold! Cold! 
Deeming them stem and proud, 
"We question as we His gifts behold. 
If justice is of God. 

Cold! Cold! 
Your earthly gainings done, 
Ohj^brothers of fairest and roughest mould, 
In death you are as one. 

Cold! Cold! 
Life be whatever it may ; 
Upon whose heaven-list there is much enrolled, 
Must heavy tribute pay. 
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Cold I Cold I 
ISo coldness up in Heaven ; 
Bnt to those who have sought for Life's pure 
gold, 
The wealth of God is given. 
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A BEAUTIFUL, BEAEDLESS BOY. 

There is beauty in girls, with their dancing 
curls, 

And a fair rose-tinted face : 
With their raven eyes, or the hue of the skies, 

And a form of fairy grace. 
But give me a mien, upon which is seen 

The impress of truth and joy : — 
Oh, there's nought so bright in this world of 
light, 

As a beautiful, beardless boyV 

There is beauty in man, as he proudly stands 

In his chosen sphere below ; 
When his heart beats high, in its destiny, 

With the love which angels know : 
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But more beauty to me, with his young soul free 
From a love that may destroy, 

With his mind unchained, and his life unstiuned, 
Is a beautiful, beardless boy. 

When the streams of youth, in their hue of trutii, 

Flow pure to the unknown sea, 
When to manhood's years, with its hopes and 
fears. 

With the future's mystery. 
He cheerfully comes, and his air-built domes 

Are to test the world's alloy. 
Then, pure in his pride, as a girlish bride, 

Stands the beautiful, beardless boy. 

With an opening mind, that shall treasures find 

In the world's unwritten lore, 
With a hand that gives, and a heart that lives 

In the sorrows of the poor ; 
With an ardent soul, that shall seek a goal 

Where no woes, no sins annoy ; 
K there's one below with an angel brow, 

'Tis a beautiful, beardless boy. 
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I have seen the child, with its nature mild, 

In its guileless, sunny spring, 
Or the summer time with its manly prime. 

Or its autumn withering : 
I have seen these lands from a Father's hands. 

With their mines of wealth and joy ; — 
But there's nought so bright in this world of 
light. 

As a beautiful, beardless boy. 
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"NEVEE MORNING "WORE." 

•* Never morning wore 
To eyenlng bnt some heart did break." 

TSHHTSOH. 

Does sorrow reign on earth ? 
Does every heart, ere fit for heaven, 
The fiirnace try ? 
Be hallowed by stem grief, ere called to die ? 

Does the sad angel come. 
Each day, to wrap some soul in woe, 
And leave it then. 
Blighted and crushed, life's harp-strings torn in 
pain? 

Oft have I seen a youth. 
In all the pride and love of life. 
Carving his name 
Upon the topmost pillar of earth's temple, fame : 
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The laurel crowned his brow ; 
Friends cheered him ; and the cup of joy 
Was brimming o'er : 
Then, lleason left her throne I Could death do 
more ? 

I've seen a mother, frail, 
Caring for one whom God had lent 
To be her guide : — 
The unseen chain was loosed, and she had died. 

Hearts bled in agony ; 
The founts of grief flowed from their depths, 
And life's best spring 
Of love, was quenched, e'en at its opening. 

For we, though sighing still 
To leave our loved ones here, in peace 
May yield our breath ; 
Btit left when they are gone^ is dovUe death. 

I've seen a father, d6ar, 
Gazing upon the only star 

In home's bright sky : 
I've marked him paint its fire, in ecstasy. 



Digitized by V3OOQ IC 



40 "never MOENmO WORE." 

I've watched it upward ; seen 
It pass near to the zenith's arch, 
Still growing bright : 
By one sh'ght stroke 'twould fall, and heaven 
was night. 

Oh earth 1 oh earth 1 must time 
E'er bring its woes, a constant death 
Our life to make ? 
Does mom ne'er wear to eve, else some hearts 
break? 

Too true it is ; for as 
We die, ere life eternal can 
To us be given. 
So must we bathe in sorrow's fount, ere we reach 
heaven ! 
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WHAT IS THE SKY? 

What is the sky ? is't the floor, so fair, 
Of the house not made with hands ? 

Are the stars, which the angels scatter there, 
Bright gems from thM river's sands ? 

Is it not the blue curtain, that shrouds the tent 

Of the Israel on high ? 
Or a mantle to shield the Eternal, lent, 

Lest frail mortals gaze and die ? 

May it be the bright cloud, which envelops the 
bands 
That sunder the chains we love ? 
Or the ocean, with Cheist's golden bough in our 
hands, 
We pass ere we anchor above ? 
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In the land of sunny Italy, 

In the days of long ago, 
When the mind gave nobler homage 

To the beautiful than now, 

When Leonardo traced his life 

On history's fairest chart. 
And woke, in the hearts of thousands, 

A love for his heaven-bom art. 

In the same broad castle where he lived, 
'Mid his labors, hopes, and fears. 

In the after days a bright child played, 
A boy of but ten short years. 
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E'en though young, Athena, with gifts divine, 

Was hovering round his brow ; 
And he planned and dreamed till his frame 
grew weak. 

But his spirit would not bow. 

He thought, till the bare old walls seemed 
thronged 

With the brightest forms of earth. 
And sighed, as Da Vinci passed his soul, 

His kin by a noble birth. 

" Is Leonardo da Vinci here ? " 
Asked the boy in wondering tone ; 

But softly opened the time-worn door. 
And he heard a fair child moan. 

'Twas a peasant girl, of angel face. 
Whom he'd loved and cherished long ; 

For great minds love with the deepest love — 
A flame that is pure and strong. 

She had come from Giotto's dying couch, 

Gianetta gently said : 
That he whispered low, and his eyes were dim, 

And he'd soon be with the dead. 
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" I must see him," said the ardent boy. 
With a look of stem command : 

" Now my own good Giotto speak to me ; " 
And he grasped the old man's hand. 

" Your imcle, my boy, could read the stars : 

Leonardo's blessed name 
Will forever stand. Piero, strive 

To gain as eternal fame." 

*' And so I can read the stars as well 
What my own and 'Wetta's are." 

But a shade came o'er the old man's face, 
As he whispered, " Boy, beware ! " 

" You've promised to tell me," said the boy, 
" Of my uncle, good and great ; " 

But Giotto journeyed among the stars ; 
He had come too late, too late. 

" This will do as well he has often said," 

Whispered the girl so fair ; 
And she gave to Piero a letter small, 

With that same dark word, " Beware." 
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"You must keep it closed till you grow a man. 

Oft my grandpa used to say." 
" I will see it now — ^I will never wait ; 

I will do it, too, to-day." 

" For the Virgin's sake," plead the noble child, 

*' You will do as Giotto said. 
And the saints will bless you, and keep you safe, 

Till you in the grave are laid." 

The years passed on, and the painter's brush 

Was seized with a kindling eye ; 
But, though long he toiled, no genius woke, 

And he laid the easel by. 

" Oh, never will cherished hopes be won ; 

Leonardo comes no more : 
But I must be great," and to his mind 

Came the note of years before. 

Unopened still, but a promise made 

To a child, he might not break : 
To his father's hand he gave the seal ; 

The seal of mysterious fate. 
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Honor^ success, and the bri^test fame 

Were written upon its page ; 
And the father bent o'er his only son, 

The pride of his coming age. 

" I will bum it, father, but now I'U strive ; '' 

But lo 1 'neath the seal so fair, 
Were written words ; and his face grew pale ;— 

" Thy Ufe will 'be short; heware^'* 

" These are sayings of those," the father said, 
" Who could read the stars by night : 

Build not too much on their power, my son, 
But work with Da Vinci's might." 

" Ah, no ! two Da Vincis cannot come 

In this world so sad, yet gay : 
I will carve in stone, and my name shall live, 

When my life has passed away." 

" Be it so," said his sire, with cheering voice ; 

" Win a deathless name, my child ; " 
But his mother sighed, as she clasped her boy, 

Looked up through her tears, and smiled. 
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She had paler grown, and the hectic flush 

Was burning npon her cheek ; 
But she nerved herself for the parting hour, 

Though her form was growing weak. 

And another stood by the lady's couch ; 

'Twas a girl of tender years : 
In her arms were flowers she had early brought 

To allay the mother's tears. 

Piero gazed, for the fair, young face 

Was that of the gentle maid. 
With whom he had roamed in his younger years, 

And joft in the castle played. 

He took her hand, but she shrank away 

With a mild and timid grace : 
" We were playmates once," she softly said, 

" But now I have learned my place." 

Pe left his kindred, that once again 

He might try his latent powers : 
Through the long, long days, by their light, he 
strove, 

By his lamp, in midnight hours. 
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And the angel geniuB of early years 

Came back to his longing soul, 
And the purest thoughts of a noble mind 

Stood forth in the marble, cold. 

He planned and worked till his life grew dim, 

And his face was strangely fair : 
'Twas a paler hue — 'twas a crimson flusli, 

For the death dart lingered there. 

They bore him down, where his fevered brow 
Might be fanned by the ocean breeze ; 

Where the birds' soft lays might calm his soul, 
As they sang in the bright-hued trees". 

But weaker his form grew, day by day, 
And fainter his youthful breath : 

He felt the doom of that word, " beware ; " 
The doom of cm early death. 

*' Oh ! spare me a little longer, spare, 

Till I carve a few years more ; 
Till the marble breathe in angel forms, 

And the world shall feel its power. 
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" Ob ! must I die, ere my work is done, 
And the plans I mi^t have wrought 

Be left for a rougher mind to form, 
For a hand that knows me not ? 

" I could leave the friends of my early days, 
Whom I love with the firmest love ; 

For they will be blest by the Virgin pure, 
And meet me in heaven above. 

" And to die so young ; but I may not stay ;. 

I must say my last good-by : 
Come hither, Martini, my bosom friend ; 

I must see thee, ere I die* 

" J have many words, but my time is brief: 
I have carved, for my mother dear, 

A peasant girl, with her fresh-blown flowers. 
In the spring time of the year. 

" She will love it best, for it is my last, 

TiU in death I calmly rest : 
Tell her, in it I breathed my heart and soul. 

For the one I loved the best 
3 
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" Tell my fether, I strove to do Ids will ; 

That Da Vinci has a name ; 
And though he died in the flush of youth, 

He lives on the rolls of fame. 

" I die, but within Yal d'Arao fair, 

I would have my lowly moimd ; 
Where I played 'mid the treasured scenes of 
earth, 

Where now it is sacred ground. 

" Adieu, my Martini ; I go to a land, 

Which to me is all unknown : 
But oh, may I have 'mong its blessings rare, 

The chisel, and pure, white stone." 

He died ; and within earth's sunniest clime, 

They made him a grassy tomb ; 
Where the birds will sing, and the green leaves 
wave, 

And the flowers forever bloom. 

They gave to his parents the beautiful form 
Of the flower girl, pure and mild ; 

And lo ! 'twas the face of the peasant maid, 
Whom he'd loved, when but a child. 
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The father bore meekly the blow, that filled 

The Bon of his hope and pride ; 
But the heart of the mother bent, bleeding and 
crushed ; 

She knelt to the Virgin, and died. 

The soul of another bowed 'neath the stroke, 

Witb a blight no skill detei*s : 
And fair Gianetta went up to heaven, 

To dwell on his star and hers. 
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GIRL-LIFE. 

GmL, with her wcmianlj soul, 
Eobed in her vesture immortal, 

Standing, commissioned of God, 
Close by the side of heaven's portal : 

Moulded in feature and form 

After the angelic lik^iess : 
Made to he holy and pure, 

Brightening earth with her brightness. 

Little she thinks, how the fires 
Of her young nature are burning ; 

How, but the ashes of life. 
She, to her God, is returning. 
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little she recks of the mind, 
Fitting for heav^y expansion : 

More of the casket, that moulds 
Down in its cold, clayey mansion. 

Little she dreams of a love, 
Giraig its Godhead in dying: 

More of a passion that leaves 
Life gashing out with its sighing. 

As the bright, beantiful boy, 
Over his fair Scotland wending. 

Blood, from his delicate feet, 
Lito the dark rock-dnst blending, 

Searching for nature's divine, 

Lito her world-hidden pages. 
Making his footsteps to shine 

Bright nnto life's coming ages, 

So in her pathway below. 
Over her life's meadows roving. 

Deeds leame their impress^ a/nd words^ 
Bloodrred ai the 90uU of her loving. 
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Girl, with thy blessings from Heaven, 
Fairest amid His creation, 

Be, what thy being demands ; 
live in the worship of nations. 

Ooltore the mind and the sonl, 
Up to God's measure of giving : 

Then, in the Limitless Life, 
Live, in the fdlness of living. 
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A TEOTJBADOUB, in ycars of olden time, 
Had listened often to the boundless praise 
Of Tripoli's fair countess ; long had yearned 
To view the being whom his sonl had loved. 
Say not, he did not love. To one, who breathes 
But passion in the touch of fairy form. 
Or, in the eye that views the chiselled brow. 
And loves because the face is strangely fair, 
To those, love comes not but with earthly 

sense; 
But to the soul that worships but the soul, 
Adores, because the dewdrops of the heart 
Are gathered from the sunny streams of heaven. 
Because life's fires are kindled at the same 
Great fount of Nature, and the hearts are blent 
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In kindred longings, love needs not the sight. — 
We love a Saviour whom we have not seen. — 
Day after day his heart grew faint of life. 
Day after day its streams more slowly flowed, 
And hope, that clings e'en by the tenderest 

thread. 
Was wearing fast. 

He left his native shore : he sailed the sea : 
With Mling strength he neared her southern 

home. 
Kearer the white sails came ; how long, how 

long ! 
And yet how would her stranger heart return 
His ardent love ; how might she scorn the gift, 
And leave the soul to grope in night more dark t 
Can hell know deeper anguish, than to live 
In love unknown^ or loving unretumed ? 
The soul-strings breaking by their deeper wear ; 
Life's chain corroding by its cankered breath ; 
Oh ! death to this must be a trifling pain ! 
He neared the land ; he sank ; his wasted form 
Grew paler still. She heard of Gauflfre's love, 
And with her woman's heart, a thrill of joy 
Of gratitude and pity interwrought. 
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Ran througli her soul ; — she came — she clasped 

his hand : 
He gazed but once upon the noble face, 
And as she closely prest her lips to his, 
His soul leapt up into its last pure flame ; 
And with that kiss, that rapture of the soul. 
Its light went out forever. 
The kisa of loving was the kiss of death. 
Her lipa were hallowed by that sacred touch, 
As fire from off the altar. — 
A kiss is but the echo of two souls 
That meet and separate. — 
That hour, his death, brought years of life to 

her. 
No more the youth light lingered on her cheek : 
No more she reigned; to conquer but one heart 
Is rule enough for woman. By the bay. 
Where the broad waters gently ebb and flow. 
She dwelt apart, giving her virgin vows 
To Heaven, till, waked from death by Gauflfre's 

kiss, 
She lived and loved with angels. 
3* 
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"WOEKma TO EARN A LIVING." 

Pass proudly on througli our crowded street, 
With your rich and silken trailing : 

Heed not the tread of the sun-browned feet, 
Or the orphan's stifled wailing. 

Speak not to a sister, who may have erred 
In her soul's too gentle trusting : 

No balm of love in your heart be stirred. 
To prevent the life's chain rusting. 

Think not of the low of life's human sea, 

But of those of nobler rearing, 
Who, rich in the mind of the Deity, 

Feel poverty's deep searing. 
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Ton pass them by with your chilling gaze, 
With no kind God-speed you giving : 

Tour look, more plain than a volume says, 
" You arc working to ea/m your living.^^ 

You meet them once, but no cordial flow 
Of a generous nature waits them : 

Tou speak, but your pity crushes low. 
In the very words that greet them. 

Say nothing of skies, or of flowers, or air. 

Be it either so sad or witty : 
With affected sigh, ask the woes they bear ; — 

Thank God, for my scorn of pity. 

We boast of a land with its equal power : 
Are the poor of our people bidden 

To the chair of rule, to the social bower ? 
Zife^8 real remains unhidden. 

We shall meet, on a level, within a land 

Of a more than kingly giving ; 
And most who shall join that seraphic band. 

Will have worked for an earthly living. 



Digitized by V3OOQ IC 



OUR GRAVE. 

Each bemg, on this Bemi-heay^i, 

Deep hid from human ken, 
Has treasured thoughts, and poet rhythm, 

Unwrit by mortal pen : 

Has, in his breast, some quiet dell. 
Where, from earth's throng apart, 

He lives those hours, whose life-throbs tell 
Upon the God-made heart. 

Each has his goal, his life crusade 

With a soul-kindred band : 
A pilgrimage to some Mr glade ; 

A far-off Holy Land. 



Digitized by V3OOQ IC 



OTJB GBAYB.. 61 

One holds a cherished wish to stand 

Upon that blessed sod, 
Where Browning, angel-pen in hand. 

So lately went to God. 

One hopes to walk a blood-red field. 
Where death clasps hands with death ; 

To bind the laurel on his shield ; 
The brave oak on his sheath. 

Anothw, in the btiried past, 

Lives o'er the woe of years : 
Some blighted hope ; a heaven o'ercast ; 

A trial-hour in tears. 

Too sad for life, and yet they live : — 

Oh God, if earth were all, 
Blessed what Lethe's waters give ! 

Blessed Death's silent call ! 

We have a dear, a precious trust ; 

It is a lowly mound : 
More valued than earth's golden dust ; 

Six feet of sacred ground. 
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Within our hearts, that early grave 
Keeps ever green and bright ; 

O'er it, our hopes as willows wave ; 
Our longings, roses white. 

The winds blow soft, the stars sing there : 
God guide us through the strife ; 

Unto this shrine we walk in prayer ; 
This Mecca of our life. 
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"Where the Potomac proudly flows, 

Where the red-berried holly grows, 

In lofty state, a mansion stood, 

Graced by a girl of Northern blood. 

Bright was her brow, highborn her air, 

And noble, as her face was fair. 

She loved ! it is enough I she loved ! 

Who loves, existence has not proved : 

If one, within this earthly bower. 

Has never felt the blessed power 

Of giving heart, and thought, and soul. 

Into another mind's control. 

Of loving once ere life is riven. 

He has not learned earth may he heaven. 
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She loved ; and one of equal rank, 
Had often on that velvet bank 
Whispered, with ardent, Southern fire, 
Of vows, that but in death expire. 
There, oft, together, they had read 
How soldier fought and hero bled ; 
Ah ! was it but a prophecy. 
How he should bleed, and she should die ? 
There came a crash ; a nation stood. 
With bittered, sundered brotherhood. 
Father and Bon, a kindred band. 
Met sword to sword, and hand to hand ! 
Brother 'gainst brother, in. the strife, 
Fought each for country, recking life ! 
The girl, true to her Northern blood, 
Beside her colors nobly stood ; 
He, 'neath his own flag, proudly won 
The honors of a veteran. 
No time to breathe a parting word ; 
No promise of a sheathed sword. 
When, battles ended, peace and homo 
Should bid him to their welcome come. 
No fond good-by, no kiss for him ; — 
Life's cup was poisoned to the brim. 
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The day, that was to crown with pride, 

The nuptials of the girlish bride. 

Had come ; and hours had slowly crept, 

While hearts had bled, and eyes had wept. 

Hark ! footsteps sound along the hall ; 

She speaks ; nought answers to her call. 

She springs ; it must be he ; but no ; 

The voice seems not as long ago 

She heard its tone ; — a stranger air, 

A stranger look his features wear. 

" Two days ago, the soldier guard. 

The keeping of your bridal, barred. 

He strove to pass — ^he sank — ^the blood 

Gushed from his heart, and tinged the sod ; 

And ere his closing lips could tell 

The love of her for whom he fell. 

Death stilled life's current in its flow j 

White grew the lips, and cold the brow : 

Lady, he loved with latest breath ; 

For you died a deserter's death ! " 

She calmly stood ; no tearfiil eye, 

Told of the heart's deep agony. 

Faded the blood from brow and cheeks ; 

Smiled, with the smile that bitter speaks 
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Of life ; then to her mother turned, 
While nature's force to ashes burned. 
" I too am going to desert." — 
The sad decree none could revert. 
Flowed from her lips the crimson tide, 
And Death had wed the fair, young bride. 
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Our life is a beautiftd mystery ; 

A mingUng of pleasure and woe ; 
Its hearts woven into a history, 

Which only the heaven-host know. 

A fair sheaf of memories, treasured 
Within the soul's gamer, sublime : — 

A chain of bright days, which are measured. 
From off the long cycles of time. 

We each have our hours that are holy ; 

All, dear from a look or a tone : 
Mementos of angels, who lowly 

Are sleeping beneath the white stone. 
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A mother, upon tlie heart's pages. 

Impresses the face of her child ; 
Kept bright, through eternity's ages, 

By love that is earnest and wild. 

The years bind his brow with their garland ; 

There come some bleak winters, some Mays : 
Each one bears him on toward the star-land ; 

To her, these are all holy days. 

She goes to her rest, with a longing 
For something of earth and of heaven : 

In Christ's beautiful Easter morning, 
She rises, her earth-chords riven. 

The girl, with her sensitive clinging. 

E'er true to her womanly trust, 
The pure, of her young nature, bringing 

To lay on her: altar of dust. 

Gives unto her heaven-formed ideal, 
Her life, till its light shall decay ; 

Not knowing what may be earth's real ; 
To her, 'tis a bright holy day. 
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The Christian, whose soul-lamp was lighted 
At morning, at eve bnming down. 

Ascending from mortals benighted. 
To wear an nntamishing crown, 

Gives back, from that city immortal, 

A message to brighten onr way : 
Whoe'er seeks and efnters heaven's portal, 

Shall find but one long, holy day. 

Oh, life was a beantiftil mystery. 

But death has thrown backward the cloud ; 
Tis now a bright, glorious history. 

Which tells of the pathway to God I 
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"LIGHT, MORE UGHT.^^ 

A STAB, that lit the Eastern world (or years, 
Was setting, and a day, that knew no night, 
"Was being numbered in the cycles, fair. 
Of long eternity. A noble mind. 
That had expanded in a beauteous clime 
On earth, was to lay by the earthly mould ; 
And Goethe was to lift the veil of death. 
And go into the Great Beyond. A voice 
Had spoken, and the works of years were left 
As memories of the one who was, but now 
Is not. 

Knowledge had been his love ; and poetry, 
A heaven-lent diamond from the crown of art, 
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Had been his daily life. From childhood's 

hours, 
Pure thought, that makes or mars the soul, he 

left, 
In burning lines, upon the book of Time, 
And lived, as only live the Great ; lived in 
The power of mind — the only thing 'neath 

heaven. 
Which tells that man may be a part of God. 
And yet, earth's great ones die, and leave a 

name. 
Which fades, at last, and then another writes 
Upon the sel&ame line, and blots it out 
Forever. On a snowy couch, lay low, 
A noble form, just in the arms of death. 
The chords, within the life-harp, once so tuned 
By Genius' hand, vibrated slowly, now. 
In keeping with the ceasing pulse ; the fount 
Was closing ; broken was the wheel ; and now. 
The waters of the xmtried sea were moved. 
As the bright oars dipped in the deep blue 

waves, 
To push life's boat from shore. Softly, the light 
Of sunset fell upon the furrowed brow ; 
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Furrowed, but fair, in that blest beauty, high 
'Bove all the rest ; the beauty of a pure, 
Expanded soul. Slowly the sun went down, 
Drawing his golden mantle o'er him ; and 
The light seemed passing, ray by ray, from out 
The room, where darkness was, so soon, to 

shroud 
The casket of the Great. 
He watdied it all; — ^^^ Light, more Kght,'^ 

passed his lips. 
They opened wide the shutters, and tiie beams 
Of setting day, came Ml upon his form. 
It was enough : Hearen lent her fairest hues 
To bless the hour, and Goethe, with God's light 
Upon his brow, entered the boundless sea 
Of Immortality. 
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THE JOT OF LOVING. 

Thebe is plecmi/re in loving a being, who views, 
In the leaf, or the flower of the sod, 

In the deed that is high, in the commune of 
Bonis, 
The unseen, and yet visible God. 

There is heavMj in loving a spirit, that lives 
But to make earth an Eden of love ; 

That e'er brings the heart's censer to Poetry's 
shrine. 
And then wafts the sweet incense above. 

There is rcuptv/re in loving a deified soul, 

That bums once on its altar, alone ; 
Gives life, in its glorious ftdness, and leaves 

But the ashes of love, and is gone. 
4 
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There is loving on earth, that is godlike and 
pure; 

There is living a life, not our own : 
There is dying with joy, if a death can but add 

E'en a ray to the cherished one's crown. 

There are natures that love with a strength 
that consumes ; 
Unto such, sorrow's chalice is full ; 
But drink to the dregs ; woe were better, by 
far, 
Than not love with the fire of the soul. 
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HEAVEN'S FIEST KOSES. 

[Founded upon a German Legend.] 

In years gone by, in the German land, 
Whew the Hhine in beauty flows, 

A fair girl played ; and her dearest joys. 
Were a pink and snowy rose. 

Her delicate form had nursed their growth. 
And had watched them hour by hour ; 

But while they were opening unto her gaze. 
She was nearing a sunnier bower. 

Each day, as the softest tints were given. 
And the vein-like leaves grew bright ; 

To her cheeks there was lent a deeper flush, 
To her eyes a brighter light. 



Digitized by V3OOQ IC 



76 heaven's fibst boses. 

At last came the angel with kindly voice, 

And beckoned the child above ; 
" I will go," she said ; " but the roses pure — 

"Will they bloom in yon heaven of love ? " 

" May I carry them there ? " And the seraph 
smiled, 

And folded them both to his breast, 
As he bore her away from the valleys she loved, 

With the ransomed ones to rest. 

And since that time, in those gardens fair, 

Where the crystal river flows. 
Bloom purest and brightest amid heaven's 
flowers. 

The white and the pink moss rose. 
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THE SOLDIER BOY. 



A TALE OF LOKO AGO. 



In the cottage of a widow, eat one of early 

years; 
A boy of noble daring, thongb his eyes were 

wet with tears, 
nis mother sat beside him, with a kind and 

loving smile, 
Striving his life to brighten, as she slowly toiled 

the while. 
She could see that in his bosom were kindling 

flames of thought, 
That would nerve his soul to action, with the 

mighty power they brought ; 
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And she longed to know the feelings that 

swayed his manly heart ; 
With a mother's love to guide him, to nobly 

act life's part. 
At last, his vision vanished — ^but the aim of 

life was there, 
To win, in bravest battle, the laurels soldiers 

wear. 
" Oh, mother, may I leave you, and stand upon 

the field. 
Where the warrior meets the warrior, with 

deadly lance and shield ? 
I'll stand amid the bravest ; I'll wear a fadeless 

crown ; 
And at your feet, dear mother, I'll lay them 

humbly down. 
Oh, let me be a soldier, be brave and nobly 

great; 
And, 'mid my band of brothers, I'll share a 

great man's fate. 
But I shall live to bless you ; we shall be poor 

^ no more ; 
But we shall know life's comforts, as we've 

never known before." 
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The mother gazed in woader ; the boy she wor- 
shipped now, 

To stand upon the war-field, with blood upon 
his brow : 

To fight with fellow mortals, when hope and 
peace and love 

Were liciks of precious beauty, in the chain a 
Saviour wove ! 

** My boy, I dearly love you, and I could never 
bear 

To see them crown my offspring with tte crim- 
son wreath they wear. 

But you would die, and leave me forsaken and 
alone ; 

And no kind friend to love me, when you, my 
child, are gone. 

How could I see you falling, in the agonies of 
death ; 

No mother ne^ to kiss you, or feel your latest 
breath 1 

And, then to die in battle, where, on your 
grassy bed, 

The foe, in pride and victory, will careless, 
thoughtless tread 1 
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And more than all, the Gospel teaches a differ* 
ent road, 

That leads in peace, not bloodshed, up to a 
peaceful God. 

Let me b^ poor and labor, but never, O my 
son. 

Stand in the strife <^ nations, or wear a blood- 
bought crown." 

*^. Thus shall it be, dear mother, I will your 
words obey : 

Life's mission unadoomplished, I soon shall pass 
away. 

My heart's dream must be ended ; my hopes be 
buried now ; 

And neyer see the red field, where I longed to 
lay me low ; 

Biit, not till I had carved you a soldier's death- 
less name. 

And placed my mother highest upon the rolls 
of fame. 

I'll sedc it not again, mother, but life for me 
grows dim : 

I shall lay me down in sorrow, and ne'er my 
laurels win." 
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"Oh, mtist it be, my only son ? Go forth, and 

nobly stand 
For home, and God, and liberty, amid yoiir 

soldier band ; 
And let a mother's yearnings and prayers about 

you shine, 
And lead you on your journey, as with a hand 

divine. 
You will often think of me, Charlie, when, at 

the sunset hour, 
You kneel, in heartfelt worship, to beg Jeho- 
vah's power. 
You will let the name of mother be that which 

guides you on, 
"Next to ihe name of Jesus, until your crown is 

won. 
I shall never live to see you, when to our cot 

you come ; 
For I shall then have journeyed to a brighter, 

holier home. 
You'll see the lovely flowers, that bloom about 

our lowly door. 
Will have faded ; and the woodbine will clasp 

our home no more. 
4* 
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The stones will wear their mossy garb, and the 

birds, that nsed to sing, 
Will have fled the withering branches, and 

sought a brighter spring. 
Close beside the wasted cottage, yon will jGbid a 

little mound ; 
No stone will be upon it, no flower will deck 

the ground ; 
But the weeds will grow above it, and the form 

of her you love 
Will have mouldered back to ashes, when she 

has gone above. 
You will not forget her, ever, my only cherished 

son; 
You will bless and do her honor, until your sxm 

goes down. 
Go ; and may He, who gave you, protect you in 

the strife. 
And a mother's prayers and bles^gs sh^U 

crown your happy life." 
" Not so, my dearest mother ; I will come back 

again ; 
I will be your liope and comfort ; you will not 

have lived in vain. 
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Your later years shall blessed be, for I will 

nobly prove, 
How much I prize, how much adore a mother's 

quenchless love." 
He left the little cottage, went out with fevered 

brow. 
To strive for freedom's glory, or on the dark 

sod bow. 
The clothes a mother's hands had wrought were 

given to his care, 
And with them was her costliest gift — a little 

Bible fair. 
Full many a tear had wet its page ; fall many 

a prayer waa said, 
That his heart might learn its precepts when- 
e'er its truth was read. 
One leaf was turned— one verse was marked : 

'^ My peace I give to you. " 
It was a Saviour's latest gift — ^a mother's latest, 

too. 
Ofttimes he fought, when fiercest war was 

waging every side ; 
Yet brave he stood, while others fast around 

him fell and died. 
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He won a place, a manly name, amid his com- 
rade band ; 
And laurels gathered ronnd him, and his fame 

spread through the land. 
A mother's ear had caught ihe sound; a 

mother's heart beat high ; 
She only heard, to whisper "thanks," and 

bowed her head to die. 
She passed above; her words were proved; 

and, by the cottage lone, 
Th^ laid the form the soldier loved, now from 

his vision gone. 
They told him of her dying breath ; her fading 

day by day. 
And how she longed to see his face ere she was 

called away. 
How, oft in love she breathed his name ; how 

she had yearned to live, 
To know he found that blessed peace a Saviour 

died to give. 
He heard it all ; the stream of life was frozen 

in its flow : 
The diords that bound him down to earth were 

torn and broken now 1 
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That Bible I oli, how sadly came back the 
wrong of life 1 

TJnopened now its pages lay, as when he joined 
the strife. 

He seized the book ; that glorions verse bore 
now a mother's seal : 

He read; the soldier kndt, and prayed that 
Gk)d would now reveal 

To him that peace a mother felt, when, in that 
parting honr, 

She gave him all she had to give — ^the Chris- 
tian's highest power. 

But peace came not ; for He who hears and 
answers heartfelt prayer, 

Not always answers as we wish, nor when we 
ask, nor where. 

Again, in war the hero stood ; again, life's cur- 
rent spread 

"With crimson stains the grassy plains, o'er 
which lay many dead. 

Brave were their ranks, and brave they stood^ 
until their leader fell ; 

Then terror came upon their hearts, and tew 
were left to tell 
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The horrors of that dying hour, when thousands 

groaning lay 
Upon the deadly field, while life waa ebbing 

fast away. 
Some breathed a loved one's name in tears, and 

begged a stranger's hand 
To bear to her some dying gift fix)m that fer 

distant land. 
Some longed to see a sister's face e'er death 

should close their eyes ; 
Some whispered of a mother's lore — that love 

which never dies ; 
Some yearned for home, and wept for those who 

now would sadly mourn 
The brightest star their circle knew — perhaps a 

cherished son. 
And he who left his early home, and stood the 

highest, now 
Was lying on the field of blood, with death 

upon his brow. 
Full nobly had he earned his fame ; but what 

were honors here ? 
For now no naK>ther waited, that glorious crown 

to wear. 
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And should he ever see her when he passed 

above the strife ? 
Was he amid the number who should walk 

the path of Life ? 
The Bible that he treasured now, he in his bo 

som bore : 
'Twas opened on that deadly sod, and crim- 
soned with his gore. 
That simple verse again was read ; again the 

soldier prayed ; 
And at the dying hour, Heaven's light upon 

his features played. 
He longed to go ; peace filled his heart, and 

angels round him stood ; 
JBut weaker grew his sinking frame, and faster 

flowed his blood. 
Around him passed the enemy, for they the 

strife had won ; 
But wars to him were ended, and peaceful was 

his crown. 
A stranger bent beside him who long had borne 

a part 
Beneath a foeman's banner, but had a brother's 

heart. 
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He stayed the gushing life stream — ^he clasped 

the faiUng hand, 
And begged to know his latest wish, to bear the 

last command 
Of him, whom thongh he fought against^ he 

loved, for bravest men 
flave honor for a noble soul, whatever creed or 

clan. 
The dying soldier told the name of her who 

blest his youth, 
And taught his earliest footsteps the path of 

love and truth : 
He bade him take the Bible stained with the 

crimson tide. 
And read that verse a mother lined, and gave 

him ere she died ; 
And find that peace a Saviour gave, that peace 

he learned to love ; 
And leave that scene of woe and death, and win 

a crown above. 
He died, and by a stranger's hand, beside a 

mother's mound. 
His earthly tomb was made, within a spot of 
sacred ground. 
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The foeman read, and learned the love which 

Qod to man has given : 
He fought for Jesus, and, at last, entered the 

fields of Heaven. 
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ALMOST THEOUGH. 

Almost over the river 

That bounds the spirit land : 
Almost up to the Giver — 

Up to a Saviour's hand. 

Almost through with our roving 
This vale of sinftil birth : 

Through with this too wild loving 
The beautiful things of earth. 

Almost through with this sighing, 
That man may purer stand ; 

That above the fear of dying 
May live the Christian band. 
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Almost through with this yearning, 
For the soul's unfettered lore ; 

Where, at the fount of learning. 
We'll drink forevermore. 

Almost through with life's fever, 

That wears the form away : 
Almost in the forever — 

In the bright, unceasing day. 

Almost through its sorrows, 
Its pains^ and hopes, and fears : 

The wearisome coming morrows. 
The long, long months and yeai*8. 

Through with its fickle pleasures, 

Its fair and joyous hours : 
Up to unfailing treasures. 

Up to the fadeless bowers. 

Almost through with its partings. 

Its farewells often said ; 
Through with the sad departings, 

Of the fondly cherished dead. 
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Almost home to glory, 
Beside the gone before ; 

Where seraphs sing the story 
Of Him whom we adore. 
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A LADY, pale but fair, of royal blood 
And queenly form and mien, bent low before 
A block of rough-hewn marble : long she gazed ; 
And, in her artist soul, a burning fire 
Was longing to burst forth afresh ; and, as 
She felt this work might be her last on earth, 
She gave it all her heart, and poured her life 
Into its very being. Late she toiled ; 
And hands, that knew no labor in a home 
Where luxury and wealth poured in their tide. 
Were hardened now. Yet still she moulded; 

still 
She carved the stone ; and day by day it grew ; 
And, as her life went out, the marble form 
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Bose strangely fair ; so like the beings pure 
Who worship at Heaven's throne. She lived to 

give 
The last faint touches to the beautiful ; 
To bless the art, which nations jet unborn 
Will cherish with a deeper love than we ; 
To add one more to that small band, though blest, 
Of female artists, and she passed away. 
One last request she plead ; that on the tomb 
Of him she loved, a brother, they would place 
The angel she had carved ; that when they wept 
Beside his grave, they too might think of her. 
Who went to dwell, so early, in that land 
Where art blooms in perfection. On his tomb 
They placed it, md a nation's love has given 
Its noble meed of praise. In countless hearts. 
The name of her who wrought the angel form. 
The heaven-inspired, lives as a treasured word. 
We ask, why many years might not have laid 
Their crowns upon her ? Why, the good and 

great 
Are oftenest first to die ? Why genius' light 
Is first to fade ? Ask why the lamp that bums 
With brightest flame, grows soonest dim? 
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Ah, life receives from them too soon, too soon, 
Its burnished gold 1 The soul that makes them 

great, 
Bursts through its feeble covering ; wears away 
The chains that binds it, and is soonest free. 
Oh 1 if we would but feel that many here. 
Who die in early years, were fiur too good, 
Too nobly great for earth, we should weep less 
And bowing in submission, often^ say, 
^^ThywiUbedonel" 
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These days are very beautiful ; a kind of dreamy 

hne 
Is giyen to onr mountain tops, and to onr skies 

so bine. 
It comes into my very life ; and in this hazy 

air, 
A something better, from a world more beautifiil 

and fair, 
Steals o'er me ; and I ask my sonl, if, in those 

bright domains. 
The sumach reddens on the hills, or wild flowers 

on the plains? 
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If maples tint their gorgeous robes where God 
his easel holds ? 

If clovers bend 'neath angels' tread, and birds 
sing in the wolds ? 

Are meadows green, and pastures brown ? Do 
skies, at sunset hours. 

Paint scenes, so grandly beautiful, upon God's 
canvased bowers ? 

If heaven has any autumn, or is it always 
spring ? 

I wait, till God shall answer my earthly ques- 
tioning. 

These days are very beautifiil ; as one by one 

they come. 
With balmy air, and changing clouds, I seek 

my childhood's home ; 
And, 'neath the trees I used to love, I trace by 

memory's light 
The woes that made my being sad, or joys that 

made it bright. 
Again, the idol of my soul, a boy of summers few, 
Wreathes flowers to deck a sister's brow, fresh 

with their early dew ; 
5 
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But hands, that twined them, have been laid 

beneath a kindred sod, 
And other leet walk silently within the paths 

he trod. 
The years go by; another sits beneath the 

selfsame trees ; 
Bnt different love, and deeper joys, are whis- 
pered by the breeze ; 
And hearts see nature and its God, with eyes 

that blend in one ; 
Another day ; the sight is dinamed ; the early 

loved is gone. 
From higher hills he views the scene ; I live, 

but live in him ; 
And sigh, as oft I think it o'er, " It only might 

have been." 
Oh, if there were no pains in love to our frail 

natures given. 
We should erect our altars here, and earth would 

be our heaven I 
Although my life years yet are bound in 

sheaves that measure small, 
I've lived to learn this sad, cold truth, that 

sorrow comes to all ! 
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These days are very beautiful ; they've taught 
me how to love, 

With all the rapture and the fire God in my 
nature wove : 

They've tau^t me how to live a life of heaven- 
intensity ; 

And, when my name is called, grant God they'll 
teach me how to die I 
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He died at morning ; when the Bun came forth 
To gladden hearts o'er whom the night of woe 
Was cast, it shone upon the house of death : 
One form had changed into the earthly marble : 
One soul had gone, where that, which we call 

life, 
Would grow into the infinite expanse 
Of Godhead — ^know the whole of time, of 

earth. 
And more — ^the vast, uncomprehended heaven. 
Death chose a brilliant light. 
Say it is sad that orient flowers, set in 
Our stranger soil, should fade? Each has its 

clime ; 
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And when an angel walks the rough, stained 

paths 
Of earth-land, shall he live ? Is not the roU 
Of the Immortals called each mom, within 
The jasper gate ? and if one face is missed, 
Shall they not bear him home ? Truly he said, 
Whose words were music, as he stood beside 
Our dust, " There is no mystery ; stranger 

that 

* 

The good live here, when heaven's work is so 

great" 
We laid him low; the pale flowers on his 

breast. 
Death's line of white had crept upon him, and 
He woke to glory. Brief was his earth-life, but 
'Twas long enough to do God's bidding. 
Death is not now, as in the days of old, 
Robed in a sable garb and darkened wings ; 
But a kind messenger, sent to clothe in 
White our idols. 

We miss him ; now no more his footsteps sound 
Upon our threshold, nor his voice of life 
Speaks of his love. The chair remains un- 
touched ; 



Digitized by V3OOQ IC 



102 HENRY. 

The books he loved are closed; all speak of 
what 

No words can utter, for our life is hid 

With Him who sent it. Draw the veil, that 
bars 

The world, more close about our hearts, O God, 

And let us walk in faith. 

It will be joy to feel an angel is 

Our son and brother ; and ^ch time one sails 

Across the tide, he will be first to lead 

Our longing souls to Jesus. Part of God, 

And yet our Henry — thanks for death. 

For life eternal is the gift it brings, 

And death's great sadness makes life's joy more 
blest. 

We shall have one more gem above ; one star 

Has left our night, to shine on high and guide 
us. 

E'en now we see the glimmering on the shore ; 

A sweet voice often speaks ; a hand points up ; 

We shall all come ; shall stand in angel mead- 
ows, 

And 'twill be morning ever. 
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Gone from the marcli of life, so pure, so fair ; 

No more the welcome sound 
Of joyous laugh, or step, or childish air, 

"Will, in our home, be found. 

Lay, one by one, the tiny things she loved, 

In memory's darkened shrine ; 
She will have dearer treasures, up, above, 

Beyond the bounds of time. 

Fold up the garments, draped in varied light, 
Which, here on earth, she wore ; 

No need for these, for, in her spotless white, 
She treads the golden floor. 
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The spring will bring its stores of birds and 
flowers, 

The summer days will come ; 
But sweeter lays, and fairer-cultured bowers, 

Will grace her heavenly home. 

We are not separate ; what, though she lies 

Wrapped in death's mystery ! 
Tis the soul lives, and grows, in angel guise. 

Into the Deity ! 
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Does man know that, in his bosom, 
God has planted germs of thought. 

That may move a world to action, 
If he use them as he ought ? 

Can he carve in snowy marble. 

Forms that breathe, and thoughts that live ? 
Let him then, with godlike talent. 

Soul-fire to our nation give. 

Can he paint a land of beauty. 

To us sinful mortals given ? 
By his genius, he can draw us 

Nearer to the scenes of heaven. 
5* 



Digitized by V3OOQ IC 



106 BE GREAT. 

Can he breathe, o'er chords ethereal, 
Strains which thrill an angel's breast i 

Let him elevate a people ; 

None could know more high behest. 

Can he wreathe a chain eternal, 
By kinds words and noble deeds ? 

Let him teach ns that true greatness 
Only lives where virtue leads. 
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WHEK WOULD I DIE? 

When would I close these orbs of mortal vision, 
On all the beauties of this lower land ? 

When join the loved ones, in those fields Elysian, 
And worship at the Throne where seraphs 
stand ? 

When say good-by to her, who taught my 
footsteps 

To follow in the ways of God's dear Son ? 
Who loves me with a mother's ceaseless loving ; 

Who'll guide me ever, till my crown is won ? 

When clasp my little sister to my bosom. 
And tell her I am going far away, 

Where angels dwell, where Jesus reigns in glory, 
Where time is but one sinless, endless day ? 
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108 WHEN WOULD I DIE? 

Oh ! when the sun, ' mid skies of undimmed 

Sinks calmly to his setting in the west, 
When flowers and yellow leaves are tinged 
with beauty, 
At autumn sunset, let me sink to rest : 

At evening, I would die. 
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MY BKOTHEK. 

To see, but once more, in the glad, bright eyes, 

The shading of God's blue sky ; 
To catch but one glance of the hair, that lies. 

So brown, on the forehead high. 

To clasp, but again, the untainted hand ; 

Once to Mss the pallid cheek ; 
At the twilight hour, by his couch to stand, 

When his form grew faint and weak. 

To gather the first of our spring's sweet flowers. 

To entwine his noble brow ; 
To quaflf, from the streamlet, the rainbow 
showers. 

Where the silvery willows bow. 
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110 MY BEOTUER. 

To hear but the echo, that thrills my soul, 

Of his laugh so pure and free ; 
To read, as in childhood, that angel scroll 

"With its tales of mystery. 

No more shall we sighj that the future years 

May our wondrous fates reveal : 
Too early we saw, 'mid our blinding tears. 

Death's face on the angel's seal. 

Ah 1 never again shall we roam the plain, 
Nor kneel by the dear old hearth : 

Ah ! never as once, by love's cankering chain, 
Can we bind our boy to earth. 

O God 1 must forever these longings bum. 

And the soul to ashes wear ? 
" To him I shall go ; he shall not return ; " 

I shall meet my brother there. 
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THE INDIAN" QUEEN. 

In the days that are gone, when the red man 
stood 

The lord of the forest wild, 
Lived a chieftain of haughty and noble blood, 

And his joy, an only child. 

Too early, death's angel was laying his seal 

On a form of beauteous mould, 
And the sabre, whose wounding no hand can 
heal, 

"Was piercing a joyous souL 

As the girl, in her sorrow, grew still more fair, 

And her spirit form grew weak. 
He would carry her forth, that the forest air 

Might kindle the snowy cheek. 
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112 TH£ INDIAN QUEEN. 

And afar by the side of some rippling stream, 

Wliere the gentle willows wave, 
He would lay his beloved, that the sunset's 
gleam 

And the tide her brow might lave. 



She would tell of her beautiful hunting grounds, 

Of their fields of deeper green ; 
But the ear of a paleface caught the sounds. 

And knelt to the girlish queen. 

There was soul in his eye as he clasped her 
hand, 

And love in his manly breast ; 
Life broke, for a moment, upon heaven's strand, 

In that first, that wild caress. 

With the madness of love, and the skill of art, 

He painted the angel-browed : 
On the canvas she breathed, but death stiffened 
her heart ; 

'Neath the valley's sod she bowed. 



Digitized by V3OOQ IC 



THE INDIAN QUEEN. 113 

No longer the orb of the West seemed bright 

To the stranger's darkened eye : 
To the eastward he journeyed, but day was 
night, 

And life was a mystery. 

But the mind of the chieftain grew darkly wild, 

For the artist pale had wrought 
In the pictured being, the Ufe of his child ; 

And deepest revenge was sought. 

They met ; and the warrior's eyes were flame. 

As the arrow swiftly sped ; 
The stranger but whispered his loved one's 
name. 

And lay by the Indian— dead. 
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THE NAME OF FKIEND. 

The name of friend ; 'tis a beautiful word, 
Which the loneliest one in joy has heard ; 
Which has eased the heart, though its cords 

were riven, 
And made this earth e'en a part of heaven. 

'Tis a precious pearl from the jasper sea, 
That is sent by the angel minstrelsy ; 
'Tis a priceless guide from the heavenly band ; 
'Tis a star of light from the nightless land. 

Oh, its untold meaning and tnith to know ! 
Like the fathomless depths that lie below 
The pearly waves of the boundless sea, 
It treasures its hidden mystery. 
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THE NAME OF FBIEm>. 115 

To be a guide to the weary and lone, 
Who, 'mid pain and sorrow, are struggling on, 
Bearing bravely the ills of fleeting life. 
With a noble heart amid earth's dark strife ; 

E'er to hover about the couch of pain. 
To moisten the lips when the life-throbs wane, 
To move with a noiseless and kindly tread. 
In the sadden'd halls of the sleeping dead ; 

To worship in prayer, at Jehovah's throne. 
By the widow's hearth, by the suffering one. 
To point to the mansion where sorrows end — 
This — this is expressed in the name oi friend. 
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THE MANIAC BEIDE. 

She sat in her beautiful bridal attire ; 
Her head was bowed, silently, over the lyre 
"Whose delicate chords had so often been swept 
By hands that were fairy-like : many had wept 
At strains that now filled every soul with their 

woe, • 

Or smiled, when their joy made the life current 

flow. 
The harp had been sadden'd, and not as before 
Could life in its rapture break o'er it: once 

more 
She pressed to her soul its fair wires, and a 

strain 
Far wilder was echoed o'er mountain and glen. 
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THE MANIAC BRIDE. 117 

" Wearily, sadly the hours are flying ; 
Calmly and peaceful the day is dying ; 
Coldly the moonbeams dim are lying 

Upon my pallid brow. 
Oh ! I am lonely, and faint, and weary ; 
life, in its sadness, is dark and dreary ; 
He whom I worshipped, so fond and dearly, 

Has gone far from me now. 

" Tell me, does nature, where he is sleeping. 
Scatter her roses ? Do soft winds, sweeping, 
Whisper his spirit that we are weeping 

For the noblest 'mid the band. 
Who, on the field, in his warlike glory. 
Fell 'mid the brave, in their vestments gory? 
Oh, 'tis the same heart-crushing story 

That blights a beauteous land ! 

'' Say he is never to me returning ; 

Say that he dwells where the pure are learning 

Bliss, in a world that's free from mourning. 

Where none by woe are crushed : 
Speak, but I heed not ; I see him seeking 
Victory's crown, and for bravery reaping 
Wreaths of the laurel ; I hear him speaking ; — 

O God ! the voice is hushed ! 
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118 THE MANIAO BBIDE, 

" Say, by the waters of Alma's river, 

Laid ye his corse, where the green leaves 

quiver ; 
Say that bright flowers, that ne'er shall wither. 

Are gi'owing on his grave. 
Yet will he meet me, while I am waking 
Songs that he loved, though the heart is aching ; 
Notes that are wild as the constant breaking 

Of Crimea's crimson wave. 

" Why have I worn my bridal arraying, 
Only to greet him, and yet he is staying ? 
Oh, is he now o'er the red field straying ? 

Ah, no ; he'Jl come once more : 
Say I am wild ; that reason is lighting 
Dimly her altars ; 'tis false — ^no blighting 
Curses our path, when, in heaven's uniting. 

Our sorrow shall be o'er." 

She laid down the harp with a happier air, 
But the heart's wildest anguish was cankering 

there. 
And draining the life in its fast-ebbhjg tide. 
Since the light of her being by Alma's stream 

died. 
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THE MANIAC BRIDE. 119 

Tond friends watched beside lier, with tender^ 

est care ; 
Like Vesta, her altars were long lighted there ; 
But nothing could fasten the now broken wire, 
So finely once tuned, in the heart's golden lyre. 
They bore her away to the maniac's home. 
But reason might never regain her throne, 
Till the waters from rivers celestially wide 
Should lave the fair brow of the maniac bride. 
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WHOM I WOULD CHOOSE FOE A 
WIFE. 

I WOULD not choose a haughty girl, 
With arching lip and raven curl ; 
Nor one whose face was snowy fair, 
If no expression lingered there. 

I would not choose an eye of blue, 
Nor tresses of a sunny hue. 
If with those charms there came a mien 
Where hate or vanity was seen. 

If Heaven had given to her care 
Beauty, that boon so great, so rare, 
I had admired the gift she bore. 
But never would have loved her more. 
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WHOM I WOULD CHOOSE FOB A WIFE. 121 

Nor would I picture to my eye 

A form of faultless symmetry, 

If wanting in a gentle grace 

Wliicli marks the lady more than face. 

I would not choose a gay young bride, 
If, underneath that joyous tide 
There flowed a stream whose waters were 
More bitter than the rue or myrrh. 

She should be of a cheerful air, 
And kind, and good, if not so fair ; 
Should have a voice whose every word 
In gentlest tone of love is heard. 

True to her nature, pure, refined 
In taste, in manner, and in mind ; 
An intellect which culture shows ; 
A spirit which no meanness knows. 

A loving heart, to bravely bear 

The trials of our earthy share ; 

A noble and aspiring soul. 

That seeks, in faith, the Christian's goal. 
6 
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122 WHOM I WOULD C»006B FOR A WI7B. 

Such be the woman I would yearn 
To love, and have that love Jretnrned : 
Such, the companion of my life. 
Who bears the holy natne of to^. 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



"GOD LOVETH A CHEEErUL GIVER." 

Give, in the days of childhood, 
When the heart is pnre and light ; 

Give, when thy manhood cometh ; 
Give, in life's deep twilight. 

Give, of thy worldly treasures. 
What thy God hath lent to thee ; 

Bless with thy heart's pure feeling 
The homes of misery. 

Give words, that are kindly spoken ; 

Make fertile the roughest sod ; 
But, above all earthly giving, 

Give life, in its mom, to God. 
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For " He loveth a cheerful giver," 
And, 'mong all the starry host. 

He places the crown of glory 
Upon him who has given most. 
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THE INNER LIFE. 

How strange this inner life, how thick the veil 
That hides from mortal view our woe or weal ! 
We live and die ; but no one knows our life, 
Our joys, our struggles, in this earthly strife, 
Our heart-throbs, sighings, pains, and bitter 

tears. 
Our bosoms, flamed with hopes, or blanched 

with fears. 
The child, unthinking, tells its infant woes 
With guileless heart, that nought but childhood 

knows. 
The youth, with braver soul, smooths down his 

brow, 
And strives to bend the sorrow that would bow 
His youthful years ; goes out to meet his fate. 
To breast the world, and combat with the great. 
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126 THE mNEB LIFE. 

The man stands nobly ^mid his toils and cares, 
Guards his great heart, and for the strife pre- 
pares; 
Folds close the mantle which shall veil his life. 
The disappointments, and the deaths, which 

blight 
So many souls, that make this beauteous land 
So far from what it came from God's own hand. 
"We act upon life's stage, and leave our name 
Tor worlds to cherish, but we leave in vain, 
For man forgets his brother, and the dust 
Hides all alike, the perjured and the just. 
But not alone this inner life here bears 
Its toils and trials, but its pleasures shares. 
It has that highest boon which God has given. 
The power of thought^ which budded first in 

heaven. 
It has that l(yce which blesses every heart. 
And gives to life its highest, noblest part. 
By this great mind we. thmk^ and nobly do; 
Act for the future, for the present too. 
It is man's holiest part, a spark divine. 
Sent from that land where glories fadeless 
shine. 
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THE INNER LIFE. 137 

How strange, how undefined, life's essence here 1 
Uncomprehended in this lower sphere ! 
So grand, so varied, to each one 'tis given. 
We only know it is a ray from hea/ven. 



Digitized by V3OOQ IC 



AFFECTION. 

Night enters moramg, by the pale stars led, 

Where earth and sky seem one ; 
So, God's earth-Kfe, the unseen, beauteous soul, 

Enters the great unknown. 

Time's ocean to eternity's broad waves 

In hallowed silence flows : 
Earth's harvest-age, gray haired, and bent in 
frame. 

Into heaven's childhood grows. 

So, noble friendship, germed below, expands 

In purer climes above : 
Unites, in endless being, God and man ; 

For God himself is love. 
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THE DISCIPLINE OF PAIN. 

"Why, o'er this world, so full of love and gladness, 
Does sorrow ever fling its darkening veil ? 

And clothe so many hearts in robes of sadness, 
And breathe, so wild, its deathlike, crushing 
wail ? 

Why, when our earth was formed in perfect 
beauty. 

When sinless man first in Gk)d's garden dwelt. 
And lived, as angels live, in holy duty, 

And to fair nature's Lord in homage knelt, 

Did sin's dark angel hover o'er our Eden, 
With fiendish power, and deadly, poisonous 
dart, 
To curse a land that was akin to heaven, 
To blight a world, and break each noble heart ? 
G* 
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180 THE DISCIPLmE OF PAIN. 

Why, when the Boul is filled with peace and 
pleasure, 

And life seems joyous as a rippling stream, 
Flowing and dashing o'er its hidden treasure. 

And sparkling in the moonlight's silver beam, 

Does the cold voice of death so sadly nimiber 
The fairest, loveliest of the cheerful band, 

To rest them in its dreamless, silent slumber, 
Lay low the head, and still the warm, kind 
hand? 

Why is all nature robed in heaven-like splendor, 
Each leaf and flower so beauteously made. 

Each tiny blade of grass so fair, so tender, 
All, all in beauty unexcelled, arrayed, 

When to its parent dust so soon returning, 
To lie beneath a winter's frozen snows, 

Or in the rays of autumn's sunlight burning, 
Till spring shall raise it from its sad repoee ? 

Why is our brief life-journey so beclouded 
By disappointments and the woes of «arth? 
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THE piSCIPfJNU 0? PAUf, 181 

Each joy in grief and pain forever Bhroi;de4 f 
Each high, fond hope crushed at its earliest 
birth? 

Oh I wisely, nobly, kindly was it given 
For man to suffer in this lower life ; 

To have the heart's affections sadly riven 5 
To bear in patience all this earthly stiife. 

We should forget the Giver of our being. 
We should forget our mission here below, 

Were earth more perfect than this now we're 
seeing. 
Were life more lovely than He did bestow. 

Heaven would be far less glorious to us naortals ; 

We should love earth too dearly and too well, 
And never strive to pass the jasper portals. 

And in pure worship with immortals dwell. 

No grateful incense, from our lips arising, 
Would wafted be before Jehovah's throne ; 

No yearnings for that love, which angels, priz- 
ing, 
Brought onto earth, from the Eternal One. 
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132 THE DISCIPLINE OF PAIN. 

Pain gives us patience to perform each duty, 

A pure desire for holiness and truth, 
A deeper love for all this world of beauty, 

A holier worship for heaven's land of youth- 
It brings humility, and true devotion 

To Him who sent the sorrowing tide of woe : 
Wakes in the breast its kindliest emotion 

For all whose hearts a kindred grief may 
know. 

It turns our souls to Him who died in giving 
Tliis newer life, with all its blest employ : 

It purifies, ennobles, fits for living 

In higher, holier realms of ceaseless joy. 
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THE DYING GIEL'S REQUEST. 

A CHiLi) of nine short summers reclined 'neath 

autmnn's sky ; 
She was lovely, mild, and beautiful, and seemed 

too young to die : 
Her dark blue eyes were raised to heaven, as if 

the angels there 
Were welcoming the child of earth on to the 

land of prayer. 
Her bright and golden ringlets were wafted by 

the breeze, 
As autumn's wild and chilling air rustles the 

falling leaves ; 
And, like them, she was fading; going to a 

pm'er home, 
To sing the praise of angels, around God's holy 

throne. 
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134 THE DTIKG GIBL's BEQUEST. 

She was clad in snowy garments, just like the 

vestments fair 
The loved ones, in another world, forever choose 

to wear ; 
For in the realms of Jesus, the spotless souls in 

white 
Are such as He delight* to see within his qourt 

of light. 
On her brow of sinless beauty, a look of angel 

love 
Beamed on her, as she whispered, ^* I'm going 

home, above ; " 
Then clasped her pale, thin hands toward heav* 

en, and sang her last sweet song : 
A seraph harp was lent her; she joined the 

happy throng. 

" Carry me forth while the red leaves iffe fall- 
ing; 
Strew my white couch with the fapt^fading 

flowers ; 
Wreathe me a garland of withering roses 
And myrtles, that tell of love's happiest 
hours. 
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THE nrma gibi-'s bbqttest, 135 

Then bind them around the pale brow of mar- 
ble, 
Where purity, beauty, and innocence vie ; 
Let me breathe last where the willows are 
waving ; 
Carry me forth, in my autumn, to die, 

"Under the stately and proud-spreading oak 
tree, 
Make there my bed of the downiest leaves ; 
Plant at my headstone the rose that I love 
best, 
And the low-bending willow, that e'er for me 
grieves. 
There lay me low, while the sweet birds are 
singing 
The last sad lays of a summer gone by ; 
Let me, too, sing the last notes of the earthly ; — 
Carry me forth, in my autumn, to die, 

" Let me hear, but once more, the soft murmur 
of waters. 
As they ripple in joy in the sun's golden 
rays; 
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136 THE DYING OISL's BEQUEST. 

Let me see the bright fields^ where I oft used to 
wander 
And cull the wild flowers, in my spring's 
happy days. 
Let the rays of the bright setting smi shine 
upon me, 
As he sinks to his home in the far western 
sky; 
Give a long, last farewell to my friends and 
companions ; 
Carry me forth, in my autumn, to die. 

*'For surely 'tis come, and I'm lingering 
faintly ; 
Patient waiting the calling the Lord shall 
have given ; 
But I know he is near me, his angels are wait- 

To welcome me home to the pearl gates of 
heaven. 
My autumn has come ; like the flowers I am 
fading ; 
My crown shall be brighter than those ye can 
tie: 
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THE DYING GIBL's BEQUEST. 137 

All meet me ; I'm dying ; my Saviour is with 

me; 
^Tis my autumn on earth, but my spring time on 

high." 

They carried her forth at the closing of day, 
When the bright bird was singing his last 

mournful lay ; 
They laid the fair child on a bank of wild 

flowers. 
Where oft she had wandered in childhood's 

sweet hours. 
The blue eyes grew brighter, the pale brow 

more white. 
Her hands still uplifted to yon world of light ; 
The bright golden tresses fell back on the sod : 
The angels had borne her far home to her 

God. 



Digitized by V3OOQ IC 



OUR DEAD. 

Night wore to momiiig. Angel hmis had 

borne 
In heaven-cast censers, from the source of light, 
The beams of day« Sen^Mc host» had passed 
From earth to heaven, upon Eolian frames, 
Whose rounds, harp^like, pressed by the h^iN 

enly feet. 
Sent ceaseless music up to God. They oazno 
And went. A purer, deeper strain was heard ; 
Another saint upon heaven's ladder stood : 
A robe and harp from off the jasper walls 
Were taken, and finite was the infinite. 
We placed what God had left us with the dust ; 
His soldier comrades gave their sad farewell, 
And earth's brief war was ended. 
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Day after day, paia quenched the Bprings of 

life, 
Yet, ever, with a heart of earnest love, 
And patient, pure submission to hiet God, 
He blessed the hand that sent it. 
We gathered round him, as life's light went out j 
He entered, joyously, death's fragile bark. 
And with a faee most eloquent, that spoke 
The Christ-like closing of a Christ-like life. 
His hands toward heaven, he breathed, " 'Tis 

all right there," 
And went to glory. From the other share, 
The words were echoed; still we hear their 

sound, 
And we are satisfied, till we, too, wake 
In Christ's all-glorious likeness. 
He lives, but life to him is death to us. 
Our halls are vacant ; wh^e he stood we stand^ 
Alone. We tread the paths he trod, but walk 
Alone. We turn our pages to the words 
He loved to read, and wait his coming ; but 
The gentle step dies on the threshold, and 
We read alone ; no, not alone, O God, 
For thou art with us. 
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140 OtJR BEAD. 

He left his mantle on us ; in our gloom, 
There come sweet, blessed memories of our 

dead. 
His face is on our hearts ; his noble words 
Are set to music in our longing souls. 
His unstained life on earth in God-life liyes. 
Spotless, before the throne. 
We sorrow, yet rejoice, for one more name 
Tells of the Christian triumph. We shall wait. 
Till with our other angels he shall come 
To bless the home he ever brightened with 
His presence. 

Together we shall pass the silent depths ; 
Not Acheron's sighing flood, nor Lethe's dark 
Oblivion, but a stream which constant flows 
From out the throne; unknown, in mortal 

name, 
Until we speak the angel language ; 
Together, reunite our broken life ; 
Together, serve the holy one he served, 
Our blessed Jesus. 
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IT EAINS. 

It rams, it rains, and the cold, damp sleet 

Is falling on hill and dale ; 
On the rocky base of the city's street 

Drops slowly the leaden hail. 

It comes, with that weary and solemn tread, 
That crushes the springs of life ; 

Like a captive train, by their victor led. 
From the blood-hued vale of strife. 

It falls on the head of the outcast child. 

As she wanders on in woe : 
A gem, that is priceless and undefiled, 

Kefined by the furnace glow. 
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142 rr rains. 

The cold, shoeless feet feel the icy drops, 
As they fall in measured train ; 

And the wind lifts rudely the jetty locks. 
As she b(^s, ofttimes in vain. 

She gathers more closely the mantle thin, - 
About the cold, shrinking form ; 

And slowly, unheeding the city's din, 
Breasts calmly the beatii^ storm. 

At last she has ent^^ ike hovd l(m^ 
Where the treasures of earth I'ettMun— 

An angel-lil^ mother, an iafant o&e. 
But death'! froet has 8Qiq>t the ohaia. 

^' Too late ! too late I must this sad tai»e «oxne. 

This acme of soirow's train i 
Cling elosety, toj <iarlii^8, we'i« goi^g iome, 

And in heav^i there '11 he no wdn I " 

It rains, it rains, and the daanp^ 4wk marfii 
Is draped with the weeds of ni^t ;; 

Enshrouded by death is the widow's iwarth ; 
She lives in « land of light. 
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THE STRAKGEH'S GRAVE. 

(Eugft, jailer's ScoUish Legends,) 

Silence broods o'^ the ocean, 
Lowwed ttias*6 weae© «ad \cifli d^th, 

Seameil met wit^ piiUid fftK^ 
On the ^K)re e«(^ litifibed his brdath. 

He whOB^ blM)^ V«6 bright With honors, 
Lay A'mid hk o(»iiyikde&, dead ; 

Many wept the #ttWtBger'« buml — 
One wonld not he o^^o^iforted. 

Twenty years were passed, and lower 
Was the monnd npon the hill ; 

But the grass grew just as softly. 
And the flowers were blooming still. 
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144; THE STBANGEb's GRAVE. 

By that grave a lady lingered, 
Pale her face, but strangely fair ; 

And beside her knelt a brother ; 
Long before he 'd worshipped there. 

Then they spoke of days departed, 
How their loved one crossed the tide ; 

For his father scorned to have him 
Marry with a nameless bride. 

How he planned a glorious future 
When he left his Scotia's shore. 

Bat the fever quenched his being, 
And he came again no more ! 

On the hillside three are sleeping ; 

To their feet the foaming main 
Ebbs and flows in constant greeting ;— 

Death has bound life's broken chain. 
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MY TWO FRIENDS. 

Thkee is one among the living, there is one 

among the dead, 
Whom my heart keeps watching over, when all 

other joys have fled. 
In the silent hours of midnight, in the sunlight 

hours of day, 
They are dwelling e'er before me, pointing to 

the heavenly way. 

One is sleeping in the churchyard, 'neath the 

valley's lowly sod. 
Dwelling 'mid the ransomed spirits gathering 

round the throne of God ; 
Singing the glad songs of glory, with the angel 

hosts on high ; 
Ministering spirits ever, sent from vast eternity. 
7 
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146 MY TWO FBIENBS. 

Is he ever near my pillow ? Does my Father 
ever send 

My loved angel, to watch over the rough path- 
way of a fnend ? 

Does He send him to my other, who is pressing 
with the throng, 

Onward, to the heavenly mansions, soon to join 
the angels' song t 

There is one among the living, whom my soul 

delights to love ; 
One who walks the narrow pathway, leading 

home to heaven above : 
Who is toiling for his Master, who is calling 

lost ones home. 
Who is holding forth the gospel to the weary 

and the lone. 

He, in all his youthftil ardor, stands before his 

people here ; 
In Christ's stead he beckons onward to a higher, 

holier sphere. 
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O God, guide and help him alway, till his 
work on* earth is done ; 

Then, may we both dwell forever with the Fa- 
ther and the Son. 

Though, amid life's daily duties, I strive hard 

to do my part. 
Giving Him the hest aflfections of a tried and 

loving heart, 
Still, there's one among the living, and there's 

one among the dead. 
Whom my heart keeps watching over, when all 

other joys have fled ! 



Digitized by V3OOQ IC 



BARTHOLOMEW. 

TwAS sunset hour, and on that seabound coast 
Where sunlight floods rest ever, where the skies 
Are painted by heaven's colors, where the 

breath 
Of flowers perfumes the air, in Bome's proud 

state. 
An artist stood, calm, pale, and bowed in 

thought. 
Brightly and fervently the sad eyes gazed. 
But 'twas the gaze of him who takes one look 
Upon the last of earth, and goes above. 
Death's hands were heavy on him, yet he stood, 
And hewed the breathing marble, till it was 
A thing of life before him ; but his str^igth 
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Was failing fast ; yet, still, he close embraced 

His favorite art, still struggled nobly on, 

Till many beauteous forms about liim stood, 

Till many lands had breathed, in tones of love, 

Bartholomew. 

Again 'twas sunset ; by fair Naples' shore, 

There lay a dying sculptor. To and fro 

The heart's pure tide was ebbing, and the pulse 

Was giving faint, in measures soft and low. 

The last beats of the pendulum of life. 

The hair waved backward in its graceful flow, 

From off the snowy temples, and life's stream 

Coursed in its purple channels ; the pale hands 

Were folded in the calm repose of sleep. 

Death's angel had been sent to bear the gem 

Up to the crown, but leave the casket fair 

Below. The messenger had almost come. 

Time waited in his flight, to number out 

The golden sands ; the setting light played o'er 

The features, and the gentle breezes sighed, 

Unto the weeping of the gathered ones. 

The unfound essence of our life seemed fled ; 

But lo 1 the silken lashes opened once ; 

One last, fond look, one word, ere yet the lips 

Forgot our mortal dialect, and learned 
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The speech of angels : " Mother," and his life 
Had entered God's. They laid him sadly down, 
Where snnny waters kiss Italia's shore. 
Across the foaming depths they brought his 

life; 
Twas but a transmigration to the stone ; 
His Sappho's lyre had breath in every chord ; 
His Ganymede was but the echo of 
A heart that sought to bear the wine of heaven. 
His Washington as god ; his Genevieve, 
With brow angelic ; last and beaty his JSve. 
Earth's notes are powerless; gaze upon that 

form 
But once, and in that moment, let. the soul 
Quaff beauty to its fall ; let mortal feel 
One throb of heaven's own passion, and go forth 
The better for the gift. He carved it with 
One hand upon the throne. A sister's mien, 
His only one, was graven there ; what bliss 
To her ! She only lived to hear his death, 
And bowed ere yet she gazed. The world has 

praised 
And loved, but ah ! too little ; when, O God 1 
Shall earth forget her dross, and, crucibled, 
Be pure as jasper ! 
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ONE MOEE. 

Our earthly city is very fair ; 

Over against the frescoed blue, 
Grandly rises the snowy peak ; 
Softly the valley lies at ite feet, 

Draped in its garb of emerald hue. 

Wailing curdles the languid air, 

Tear-rain drenches many a soul. 
Mounds are heaping the life-bound shore, 
And yet, but to-day, they said one more 
Heightened the brow of yonder knoll ! 

Earth's green monuments ! how we kneel 

Close by the deep, dumb graves, and think 
How in the days to come we, too. 
Shall drift the stream in our white canoe. 
Laying our sin robes by the brink ! 
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Kinsmen weep as the chilling steel 
Severs some cord of tender love ; 
Agony whispers one more is gone I 
Hark ! but a deeper strain sweeps on. 
Borne through the long arcades above, 

Down to the tenements of clay : 

" Jesus holdeth thee, man for man ; 
Thou who wearest the Christian stole, 
Say, hast thou saved one blood-bought soul ? 
Say, when beside the throne we stand, 

Waiting Jehovah's Mede-arr^^, 

Shall there many arise, to bless, 
Many to deck our jewelled crown ? " 
God forbid that our day go down 
Ere we have brought one soul a guest 

Unto the marriage feast of heaven ! 

Life is transient I but once, alone, 
Come we into the tourney ring ; 
Would that we fought before our King, 

With lance of fire, and shield of stone ! 
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Comrades dear ! our life's short rhythm 
Soon will be penned, and death will fold 

O'er ns his mantle 'neath the sod ! 

We shall go to a pure, just God ! 
On his book are our names enrolled ? 

Have we bowed at the shrine of prayer ? 

Have we entered the lodge of peace ? 
Bearing the cross, to wear the crown ? 
Then, thrice blessed to lay us down, 

Down where the battle's din shall ceaso I 

Heaven than the earth is far more fair ; 

Mountain and vale shall pass away ; 
Never shall death breathe sad " one more; " 
All shall have passed the mortal shore ; 

God make us ready for that day ! 



7* 
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LEONA'S LOVE. 

Yes ! 'tis a Bad, Btrang<3 love I bear ; 
Lay it away in memory's shrine ; 

Cover it o'er with sacred care, 
Bury it deep, lest its tendrils twine 
Over this clinging soul of mine ; — 
So frail, so fair I 

Life's long day has not reached its noon, 
Only its mom has flushed my cheek ; 

Some buds earliest fade and bloom ! 
Some souls loftiest natures seek, 
Only to find how doubly bleak 
The rent heart's tomb ! 

Almost thrice has he lived my years ; 
Tinged with gray is his wavy hair ; 
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Slightly traced are his cheeks with tears ; 
Dark is the light his proud eyes wear ; 
Ah 1 but his mind, a temple fair, 
High 'bove me rears ! 

Oft, with the spell-bound throng I've stood 
Stamping his words upon my soul ; 

How have I felt that clear thought-flood 
O'er the heights of my girl-heart roll ! 
Sometimes sad as the death bell's toll, — 

Sometimes gay as the young life, wooed 
In maidenhood. 

Oft have I knelt to hear him tell 
How, on the fields of blood, he led, 

Into the hail of shot and shell, 
Over the lines of fair young dead. 
Over the foemens' crimson tread. 

Heroes brave ; ah ! many a dell 

Shows where they fell ! 

How has he drawn the Eastern sod ; 

Calvary's mount and Jordan's plain ; 
Holy, to me, is the land he trod I 
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Oft, I hear from Italia's main, 
And Scotia's hills, a deep refrain ; 
Tis the praise, in those climes abroad, 
He gave to God. 

Sorrow has draped his manly heart ; 

Friends have broken the bands of love, 
Calm he stands, from the crowd apart ; 

Hidden the springs his high soul move ; 

Would I could, as the gentle dove, 
Bito his life my life impart. 

And bear the dart ! 

Let me but kiss his generous hand, 
Ever blessing the sad and poor 1 

Why do I love f Oh 1 let me stand, 
First, when he dies, by heaven's bright door. 
Leading him o'er the grassy moor, 

O'er a fairer than Eastern land, 
Both in that band I 
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THEKE'S NOTHING SO SWEET AS THE 
VOICE THAT WE LOVE. 

By the side of her firstborn a mother bent low ; 
Bright her eye and her cheek with affection's 

fond glow ; 
Oft she kissed his fair brow, as she murmured a 

prayer 
Unto God, for his blessing and tenderest care. 
There were notes that swept, often, that soul 

undefiled, 
But no music so sweet as the voice of her child. 

Years passed, and her boy touched with rapture 

the lyre ; 
Hearts bowed to the spell of the angel-strung 

wire; 
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Then, thundered the cannon; — ^he girded his 

shield, 
And, in his young manhood, fought well on the 

field. 
The " star-spangled banner " broke full o'er the 

plain ; 
One shout, and the soldier lay dead with the slain 1 

Bowed low in her anguish, a beautiful girl, 
Life's hope-flag for her was no more to unfurl. 
Once she lifted the harp that he loved, but no 

strain. 
So sweet as his song could be warbled again. 
It fell from her grasp, as her soul-chords were 

riven, 
And the seraphs now teach her the anthems of 

heaven. 

Ohl blessed is music! Earth throbs with its 

power ! 
The soft-trickling streamlet, the rain step, the 

flower. 
The wind, as it moans o'er a grave that is dear, 
Each star, as it soars in its God-given sphere. 
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Its soul-toucliing beauty, its heaven-nature 

prove, 
But there's nothing so sweet as the voice that 

we love 1 

How a nation is moved by some Ma/rsdUaise ! 
How a love that was blighted, a fair, buried 

face. 
Are waked from their rest by a measure that's 

sad I 
How the heart leaps from sorrow, by one that is 

glad! 
Life bums with the pen, on the canvas, the 

stone ; 
But give me the lute that melts hearts by its 

tone. 

It must be, when angels sang creation's birth, 
The melody floated along the new earth. 
And nature and man caught the incense divine 
And wafted it down through the cycles of time. 
Oh ! full is our land of those strains from above. 
But there's nothing so sweet as the voice that 
we love. 
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THE YOUNG WIFE OF CAULINCOURT. 

"I'd be a soldier's bride, and wear 
Over my breast a glorious star ; 
One that should show how brave he stood, 
E'en when the field was soft with blood." 

So mused a girl of sunny years ; 

Untrod yet was the vale of tears 1 

Oft she dreamed of Marengo's guard, 
Closing above that groaning sward ; 
Saw, by the dismal torch, the line 
Cutting the rock to Jena's shrine ; 

Then, upon Eylau's crimson snow. 
Charges of death, and the reeling foe. • 

Sad was the scene that met her eye, 
Afl»r the awful victory ; 
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Many a shriek thrilled through her soul ; 

Many a corse l^fore her stole ; 

Sick and sad from the view she turned, 
Yet in her heart tlie longing burned. 

" Ah ! but to wreathe a soldier's brow ; 

Low, by his side, in pride to bow ; 

List, as he tells, our eagle crushed 

Proudest of nations to the dust ! 

Oh, Vi/oe PMnpereurf breathe his name 
Long as thou flowest, darling Seine ! " 

Months went by, and a beauteous bride 

Nobly stood by a chieftain's side. 

General of the Guard — his Guard ; 

JStSy whom a soul-perverted bard 

Sang, so ignobly, when he fell ; — 
Helena is heaven to Byron's hell. 

Eussia trembled upon her throne ; 
Many a field was bravely won ; 
Firmly about the great, the best. 
Gathered the square to nightly rest. 

One of that band thought not of sleep ; 

Harvests of woe his soul must reap ! 
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All night long, by the stars' dim light, 

Caulincourt gazed on a pictttre bright. 

Never a word, nor tear was shed, 

Only his brow was like the dead. 

Morning came, with the cannon's peel. 
Dashing hoo&, and the clashing steel. 

Hour by hour were the ranks laid low ; 
Back they fled from the victor foe ; 
Then was the charge of the dauntless Guard, 
" Dead or alive ! " and the breast, gold-starred. 
Stormed and carried that strong redoubt ! 
Quenched in blood were the fires ; one shout. 

Lightning-like, through the long lines 
spread ! 

Caulincourt lay *mid his comrades, dead 1 

Down, in the field he had nobly won, 
France, with her tears, embalmed her son. 
Just a week, and the yoimg wife stood. 
Clad in her garb of widowhood. 

Slowly she trod her palace home, 

Borodino she often moaned ; 

Over her Iwreast she wore the star. 

Death had gained her the girlish prayer. 
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SINCE ELBERT DIED. 

Only a week since Elbert died 1 
Down by the Bayou Lafourche, they said, 
Clad in his blue, by his blood dyed red, 

Laid they a soldier's corse aside : — 

Only a week since Elbert died 1 

One by one have the days drawn on ; 
Embryo ages ; and yet I rest, 
Clasping his baby close to my breast ; 
Reading his love in our only son ; — 
Only a week since the field was won ! 

" Peaceful we marched through Thibodeaux ; 
Bravely rebridged we the Terrebonne." 
Drape, with the banner, the faces wan. 
Sleeping down by the calm bayou ! — 
The dead are the victors o'er the foe ! 
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Only a month since Elbert died 1 

Down where the cypress will darkly wave ; 

Where the Spanish-beard will pall his grave ;- 
And I, — ^but a child ; a widowed bride — 
Only a month since Elbert died I 

Look in my eyes, my manly boy I 

You might shrink back from a sable robe ; 
Poverty's dress will avert the probe 

Of sympathy's gold, or pride's alloy ; 

Woe is wildest in garb of joy 1 

Come ! for we hear the muster roll ! 

Labor and sorrow go hand in hand ; 

Broader the stream than Des AUemands, 
We cross, ere reaching the heavenly goal — 
We must work, till working grooves the soul 1 

Only a year since Elbert died ! 

Oh ! but the battle has burned my brow ; 

Lay me down gently imder the snow ; 
Lay by our baby his girlish bride ; — 
Only a year since Elbert died 1 
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They have asked me to tell of the boy that's 
dead, 

Of my dearer than friend, or brother ; 
Ask a birdling to sing of its mate, that's fled. 

Or a child, of its first young mother 1 

Oh ! why does the world, with its piercing stare, 
Out deeper the soul's red grooving ? 

Oh ! why do the channels, that lowest wear. 
Flow fall from the heart's best loving ? — 

He seemed but a boy, with his fair, high brow, 
And his form, like a girl's, slight-moulded ; 

But his soul was as pure as the heaven-boat's 
prow, 
By the angels' white wings folded. 
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Tme, his cheek had grown dark by a southern 
sun, 

And his breast with a scar was painted ; 
But the hue of his eyes was the same soft brown, 

And his heart was, as then, untainted. 

When the " moon of the falling leaves " was reft 

Of its rule by the mighty Giver, 
An army encamped with its works of death, 

By the Rappahannock river. 

'Twas a dismal night, as the snow fell fast 
On the guard, their sad watch keeping, 

And their moans broke low, as their hands an- 
claspt. 
Their rdiefw&a the dumb, deep sleeping 1 

Mom came to the pickets, but death was there I 
Ten braves in their snow-bed slumbered 1 

Ah I and one, with the ice in his wavy hair, 
With that frozen watch was numbered ! 

Oh God ! there was life in his boyish form 
As adown to his tent they bore him ; 
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And he begged for the home that was bright 
and warm, 
As he laid my face before him. 

But the blood was chilled, and he whispered low, 
" Home 1 home I and to her, I'm going ! " 

Then thej buried him, down in the sad, white 
snow, 
While the angel lamps were glowing. 

They have asked me to tell of the boy that's 
dead. 
Of a dearer than friend or brother ; — 
Oh ! my heart is crushed, and my head ! my 
head! 
To-night we shall meet each other I 



THB BND. 
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